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OFFER 


FROM THE WORLD'S LARGEST RECORD CLUB 


COLUMBIA @ RECORD CLUB now offers new members 


- ANY FIVE 


64 records 


to 
choose from 


of these $3.98 and 54.98 hig| 


sqo7 


FOR 
ONLY 


jlelity 12” long-playing records 


if you join the Club now and agree to purchase as few as 5 selections from 
the more than 200 to be offered during the coming 12 months 


+ +.a@ Convenient method of acq 


ing, systematically 


and with expert guidance, a record library of the music you 
enjoy most—at truly tremendous savings! 


To celebrate its 5th Anniversary, the Col- 
umbia @ Record Club now makes the 
most extraordinary offer in its history. 
As a new member, you may have ANY 5 
of the high-fidelity records shown on 
the opposite page — up to a $24.90 re- 
tail value — ALL 5 for only $1.97, 

‘And what a tremendous selection you 
have to choose from — 64 records in all! 
Whether you prefer classical or popular 
music, Broadway hit shows or jazz — 
you're sure to find five records to suit 
Your musical taste. 

TO RECEIVE YOUR 5 RECORDS FOR $1.97 
—fill in, detach and mail the postape-free 
card provided. Also be sure to indicate 
which one of the Club’s four musical Di- 
visions you wish to join: Classical; Lis- 
tening and Dancing; Broadway, Movies, 
Television and Musical Comedies; Jazz. 
HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month 
the Club's staff of music experts selects 
outstanding recordings for all four Di- 
visions. These selections are fully de- 
scribed in the Club's entertaining and 
informative Music Magazine, which you 
feceive free each month. 


You may accept the monthly selection 
for your Division take any of the 
wide variety of other records offered in 
all Divisions . . . or take NO record in 
any particular month, 


Your only obligation as a member is 
to purchase five selections from the 
more than 200 Columbia and Epic records 
to be offered in the coming 12 months. 
You may discontinue your membership 
at any time thereafter. 


FREE BONUS RECORDS GIVEN REGULARLY: 
If you wish to continue as @ member 
atter purchasing five records, you will 
receive a Columbia or Epic Bonus record 
of your choice free for every two selec- 
tions you buy —a 50% dividend, 


The records you want are mailed and 

billed to you at the regular list price of 
$3.98 (Classical and Original Cast selec- 
tions, $4.98), plus a small mailing and 
handling charge. 
THIS SPECIAL 5th ANNIVERSARY OFFER 
may never be repeated! So act now — 
mail the postagefree card to receive 
your 5 high-fidelity records for $1.97! 


MORE THAN 1,000,000 FAMILIES NOW ENJOY THE MUSIC PROGRAM OF 


COLUMBIA © RECORD CLUB 


Terre Haute, Indiana 


Popular Bat Sellars! 


By America’s Favorite Recording Stars 


JOHNNY MATHIS 
RECORDS His 
GREATEST HITS 


Qneat Jazz! 


By America’s Best Jazzmen — from Dixieland to Modern 


Classical Music! 


Performed by the World’s Most Distinguished Artists 


LEONARD BERNSTEIN CONDUCTS THE NEW YORK PHILHARNONIC 


Broadway Hits! 


Best-Selling Original Cast Recordings 


pl 


EX HARRISON AND JULIE ANOREWS 
IWASCENE FROM "iY FAIR LADY” 


Records for 


every 
musical taste 


CLASSICAL 
POPULAR 
DANCE MUSIC 
JAZZ 
BROADWAY 
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PLAYBOY 


McCahill & Friends tom mccanin isa gentlemanly giant with a deep 
affection for things four-wheeled and four-legged. His understanding of the 
former has made him one of the world’s foremost automotive test drivers and 
reporters. Happily, his highly trenchant observations on the virtues and foibles 
of some four hundred automobile makes and models, published in national mag- 
azines, have enabled him to spend an enviable amount of time (twelve months or 
SO a year, Say) with such delightful companions as Nodak’s Boji Boy, Dinah, 
Moose, Pinney and the 4-wheel drive Land-Rover. This ten passenger station 
wagon was purchased by Tom shortly after completing a Land-Rover test for 
Mechanix Illustrated, in which he concluded: “The Land-Rover is a class vehicle 
from one end to the other, made by one of the most respected companies in the 
entire industry. In a few words, this car is capable, gutty, and as rugged 
as a cement casket.” After acquiring his Land-Rover, Tom rephrased his own 
personal interest as follows: “I bought the big station wagon for field trial 
work and hunting. It’s a great vehicle!” In addition to its many private uses, 
Land-Rovers are employed in an almost endless variety of occupations the world 
over—in farming and industry, in the armed services of twenty-three countries 
and the police forces of thirty-one. The versatility and value engineered into 
this remarkable vehicle will amaze you. Why not test drive a Land-Rover today? 


8 


Land-Rover gives you: the world’s best four-wheel drive - a total of eight 
forward speeds, two reverse in high and low ratio - Rust-proof corrosion-proo? aluminum 
alloy body; all steel body fittings heavily galvanized » Choice of two chassis lengths, seven 
basic body styles including seven and ten passenger station wagons, hard and canvas tops, 
and enclosed cab pick-ups * Three power take-off points » Choice of gasoline or diesel engine. 


THE ROVER MOTOR COMPANY OF NORTH AMERICA LIMITED 26-12 37th St., Long Island City 1, N. ¥. 
373 Shaw Road, South San Francisco, Cal. « Mobile Drive, Toronto, Ont. + 156 West Second Ave., Vancouver, B.C. 


HRUARY. 1960, VOL. 7, NO. 2 PUOLISHFD WORTHLY BY WMH PUBLISHING CO., IRC., PLAYBOY BUILDING, 232 ©. OMIO 
GO My ILL. SECOND CLASS FOSTAGE PAID AT CHICAGO, ILLINOIS. SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE U.f., 35 FOR ONE YEAR. 


UNLESS WE ARE greatly mistaken, that 
sound we hear is the rejoicing of the 
far-flung fans of funny fellow P(elham) 
G(renville) Wodehouse. The occasion is 
the appearance of the first Jeeves novel 
in something like five years, on tap in 
a single issue of PLavsOY, this F 
issuc, to be more precise. In How Right 
You Are, Jeeves! Bertie Wooster has lost 
none of hi ¢ into the 
most comically complicated: messes, and 
his famous butler ex machina, Jeeves, 
has lost none of his genius for extricat- 
ing his melon-headed master from 
We warn you in advance that, being a 
novel, How Right You Ave, Jee 


longie which cannot be read on the ran: 
break out your best brandy and devote, 
please, the better part of an evening to 


enjoying 


ks, Mr. 
novel will be hardcovered Later this 5 
Another humor champ dear to the 
rravnoy heart is Shel Silverstein. With- 
out getting too corny about it, this seems 
an appropriate time to quote some such 
weteved chestnut as Stevenson's “Home 
is the sailor. home from sea,/ And the 
hunter home from the hill,” for intrepid 
globetroucr Shel, having 
from injuries incurred on African 
is now home safe and sound. Busy back 
at the drawing board, he is turning out 
new satirical work that will be appear- 
ing in this journal almost every month. 
In this issue, he comments on one of the 
more ubiquitous singing comme: 
amother 
fers, j 


humorist 
from the large re 
The Little World of Harvey Rurtzman a 
couple of Decembers ago and the com- 


NEIMAN (wilh Eddie Aycaro) 


PLAY BILL 


ment his azines Mad, 
Trump and Humbug have caused. 
Kurtzman recently completed his Jungle 
Book for Ballantine and in this issue he 
introduces PLavnoy readers to The Real 
Lady Chatterley, a spool we think would 
have amused even D, H. Lawrence 
mavnoy-regular Robert Sheckley_ is 


back with Meanwhile, Back at the 
Bromide, a good-natured poke in the 
ribs of U pense novels. A new 
writer, Dilles, whose novel The 


Good Thief was published last month, 
the Wodehouse-Silverstein- 
Kurvman-Sheckley shenanigans with 
touching story, Glenn's Girl. 

Jayne Mansfield, a February favorite 
in playboy for these past five years, 
returns bigger and beter than ever 
ing recap of past appearances plus 
some startling shots from a new, nude 
movie. In his latest Man at His Leisure 
feature, artis. LeRoy Neiman (pictured 
‘on this page in the company of jockey 
Eddie Arcaro) richly treats of Hialeah 
race course. Theodore Pratt writes 
fondly of a vanished Parisian establish- 
ment in La Boutique Fantasque. The 
nd serving of liquor in the 
urban apartment ist problem solved by 
the sw: of furniture in The 
Gentleman's Home Bar. And Fashion 
tor Robert L. Green follows up his 
sapient. The Role of Gontinental 
(pLaynoy, October 1959) with a wel- 
come piece on accessories, Completing 
Your Continental Wardrobe. 

But before you read anything else in 
this issue, chances are you'll want to flip 
directly to page 31 and glom the winners 
of the 1960 Phiyboy Jazz Poll and absorb 
Jazz for Leonard Feather’s annual 
Survey of the current jaz scene. 
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DO GIRLS GET IN YOUR HAIR? 


This is the kind of problem you 
should have more often. And you 
will have it more often if you use 
‘Vaseline’ Hair Tonic. What it does 
to your hair does things to women. 

Even if you use water with your 
hair tonic (almost everyone does), 
you're still in cloyer. Water evapo- 
tates, makes a dried-out mess of your 
hair. (Alcohol tonics and hair creams 


WS CLEAR p 


e-tairs VASELINE nan rome Qe 


evaporate like water itself.) But clear, 
clean “Vaseline” Hair Tonic won't let 
your hair dry out — it replaces oil 
that water removes. With ‘Vaseline’ 
Hair Tonic you can use all the water 
you want. So rub in a little ‘Vaseline’ 
Hair Tonic today, and keep the week 
end open. 
In the bottle and on your hair, the 
difference is clearly there! 


“VASELINE" IS A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBRDUGH-PONE’S INC. 


DEAR PLAYBOY 


EB Avvress PLAYBOY MAGAZINE + 232 E. OHIO ST., CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS 


PLAYBOY PLAYS THE MARKET 
Recently Newsareek ran an article on 

the putand-call option business which 
was so miserably done that I wrote a 
letter to the editor telling him about it. 
This letter is different; it is one of praise. 
Someone copy of praynoy for 
October on my desk and drew my atten- 
tion to an article entitled Playboy Plays 
the Market by Carl Bakal. I must say 
that I haye never read an article written 
so well about Wall Street procedure, 
nor haye I ever read an article describ- 
ing my option business which was as 
clearly explained. 

Herbert Filer 

Filer, Schmidt & Gompany 

New York, New York 

Thanks to reader Herb Filer, author 

of “Understanding Put and Call 
Options.” 


put 


Carl Bakal has done an excellent re 
porting job on certain special aspects of 
the stock market. 1 can't quarrel with 
any of it, even though there is naturally 
somewhat more text about the pleasures 
and profits than about the risks. Jn all 
fairness, the careful reader can learn 
why not to misuse the stock market for 
umbling or to wy and turn a serious 
business into one of pure chance or 
luck. The article deserves reading and 
rereading if only to catch the points 
made on the fallacies of looking back- 
wards and the lack of safety on occasion 
of blue chips, bonds and cash. In es 
sence, it is a story of how to use other 
people's money to secure the most lever- 
age. This is the way to make the most 
money but it is also the way tw lose the 
most because, as Bakal shows, not every: 
body is doing it right 

G. M. Locb 
. Hutton & Company 
New York, New York 


In Carl Bakal’s article, Playboy Plays 
the Market, Mr. Bakal relers to three 
books: Gerald Loeb’s The Battle for 
Investment Survival; Burton Crane's 
The Sophisticated Investor, and Philip 


MY SIN 


...@ most 
provocative perfume! 


Fisher's Common Stocks and Uncommon 
Profits. 1 should like to purchase these 
books and would appreciate very much 
your supplying me with the publishers’ 
hames and addresses. By the way, this 
article is very well done. Give me a few 
months’ study and experimentation and 
I may be able to testify as to its authe 
ticity! 


Capt. Paul E. Chamberlain 
Fort Sill, Oklahoma 
300d luck, Gaptain—those addresses 
ave on the way. 


Your October article on the stock 
market is one of the finest I've read. It 
offers excellent material for our invest- 
ment club and I would like to purchase 
15 reprints if they are available. Advise 
us of cost and a check will be in the mail. 

Ned 1. Malcolm, President 
Educational Inyesunents 
Danville, Minois 


YOUNG MEN WITH A HORN 
In your “review” of The Permanent 
Playboy, you call the book “a deeply 
satisfying package of entertainment 
second only to PLAYBoy itself.” C'mon, 
fellows, that just is not cool. Is the book 
really that good? Tooting one’s own 
horn is a sour sound to any ears but 
the tooter’s. When The New Yorker 
mentions a book by one of its writers, 
it merely states title, author, publisher 
and price, and adds a phrase like “A 
collection of stories most of which ap- 
ed in this magazine 
Bob Aaronson 

New York, New York 

“The New Yorker” is one of America’s 
great magazines. So iy vrayoy, we 
believe. Paxt of both magazines’ greatness 
may be attributed to the strength of 
their own distinctive, markedly different 
personalitics. “The New Yorker" plays it 
cool — that’s their bit. rLaywoy plays it 
warm —that's ours. And yes—“The 
Permanent Playboy” really is that good. 
Order a copy and find out. 


ELAINE REYNOLDS 
While glancing through the October 
issue of your magazine, 1 came upon 


PLAYBOY SUBSCRIPTIONS: 1N THE U-5,. 175 POSSESSIONS, THE PAN AMERICAN UNION AND CANADA, $14 FOR THREE YEARS, $11 FOR 
Two YEARS, S€ FOR ONE YEAR, ELSEWHERE AOD $3 FER YEAR FOR FOREIGN POSTAGE, ALLOW 30 OAYS FOR NEW SUDSCRIFTIONS 
AND RENEWALS CHANGE OF ADDRESS: SEND BOTH OLD AND NEW ADORESSES AND ALLOW 30 DAYS FOR CHANGE. ADVERTISING: WAIN 
ADVERTISING OFFICE, 217 EAST OHIO STREET, CHICAGO 41, ILLINOIS, M1 2-1090; BRANCH CFFICE, HOWARD LEDERER, EASTERN 
WANAGER, 720 TIFT AVENUE, HEW YORK 19. WEW YORK, Cl $:2620; LOS ANGELES REPRESENTATIVE. BLANCHARD-NICHOLS ASSOCI. 
JTES, 633 SOUTH WESTMORELAND AVENUE, LOS ARCELES 5, CALIFORNIA, DU G-6134: SAN FRANCISCO REPRESENTATIVE, LAN. 
CHARD-HICHOLS ASSOCIATES, PHILLIPS AND VAN ORDER GUILDING, $00 THIND SIHEET. SAN FRANCISCO 4. CALIFORNIA. YU €-6341; 
SOUTHEASTERN REPPESENTATIVE, SOUTHEAST ACVERT!- NG SALES, CHAMBER OF COMMERCE BUILDING, MIAMI 32, FLORIDA. FR 1-Z103 
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Made with Cuervo Tequila 


Cuervo Tequila is a 
favorite of the American 
bon vivant everywhere... 
in the glorious Tequila 

arita," Tequila Sunrise, 
‘equila Martini, Tequila 
Sour, Tequila Collins; or 
with tonic, soda or your 
favorite mixer, Cuervo 
Tequila is Mexico’s 
goodwill ambassador. 
Try it—and be 
convinced. 
Tere petgaraat eee 
Tequila. Y2 or. Triple Sec. 1 ox. 


fresh lemen ivice. Shake with 
ice. Secvein o rolt-rimmed gloss 


JOSE 
CUERVO 
TEQUILA 


OUNG'S MARKET C0. LOS ANGELES, CAL. 


your Playmate of the Month, Elaine 
Reynolds, who took my breath away. 
She has undoubtedly the most fabulous 
superstructure I have ever encountered. 
George Durham 
Waco, Texas 


Regarding the Miss Elaine 
Reynolds, I'sce her, but I don’t believe 
her. 


lovely 
A. T. Halpern 
Toronto, Ontario 


inc Reynolds is the most luscious 
ented i 


vour magazine since 
kberg pictures in August 


Mike Ronald 
Miami, Oklahonnt 


Nout to 


Miss October will probably ¢ 
be one of the all-time favorite Phiyniates. 
Paul Showman 

Broken Arrow, 


Oklahoma 


THE BIG CON 
Your magazine ca 


rs to and is eagerly 
read by ience of informed, 
appreciative bans. You publish some 
of the best writing on the contemporary 
scene. Your pages are excitingly, ir 
natively designed. You are the leader in 
Vs field, and one of the finest 
any field. Why, then, do 
you continue to cut yoursell down with 
thoye ridiculous liule —or should 1 say 


big —con jobs that accompany your 
Playmates and certain other features? 
Foi willing to accept an occasional fresh 


young innocent you happened to stum- 
ble upon in a delicatessen, for wath 
sometimes fiction and 
such things Gin and do happen. But 
give us a break! Stick to the truth. Don't 
con us—above all, don’t insult us. 
<ly knows the majority of your 
models or ac. 
tresses. Why not say so, instead of com- 
ing on with this we-mether-in-an-amuse 
mentpark jaz? Aud as for your Elaine 
Stewart pipedream! “She accepts screen 


stranger than 


Every 


es are 


roles only when they excite her... 
does it for kicks...” Even a cong 
idiot knows that Stewart was a critical 
and box office lop from the time she 
started with MGM. She hasn't worked 
10 a major fim Lor at least two years and 
is quite obviously in desperate need of 
publicity form of nude posing 
and nationally vibuted schmaltz. The 
smart guys in Hollywood must be sore- 
sided with Laughing at your pucrile con 
4 Play it stuaight —this yokel ap 
proach is spoiling an otherwise excel- 
lent and sophisticated job. 
Joe Buffer 
Tulsa, Oklahoma 
We confess to being a romantic bunch 
here at PLAvBoy, Jor, and occasionally 
the prose comes out a bit bigger and bet- 


ter than life. But only occasionally. We 


in th 


enjoy being 
pampered? . 


-+-you'll enjoy stopping at Chicago's 


Seoire House’ 


Tomorrow's Hotel Today 


CHICAGO'S Executive House, a 
new ultra-modern 40-story sky- 
scraper with drive-in garage, 
ideally located on the edge of 
the famous Loop, introduces 
many innovations — including 
private sun terraces —the last 
word in luxury hotel living. 


nee. 
Write for coforful brochure V4, 
fo 


Dept. F, 71E. Wacker Dr., Chicago 1, UL + FI6-7100 
A. M. Quarles, General Manager 
ji =] 


HANDWOVEN IN INDIA 
INDIA MADRAS 


GUARANTEED TO FADE AND BLEED 
HAND WASH SEPARATELY 
ALL COTTON 


Only genuine India madras behaves in the erratic 
fashion confessed in the label you'll find in the 
collar of this Creighton sport shirt. Fading and 
bleeding of the colors tell you it's India madras 
—real, rich, beautiful. Choose from a handsome 
handful of muted patterns ~ styled and tailored 
with Creighton’s accustomed attention to detail. 


At fine stores $850 


CREIGHTON SPORTSWEAR 
303 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N.Y. 


troduce you to THE RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB 


To MUSIC 


FOR RELAXATION 
FIVE for Ss 98 hese 
ANY only —— Sal 
has 
[usriouaty Aovermiseo prices Tora. uP ro $29.60] ASME BT ™ plscierrses 


Thythm hacting: (rackrecording from 
Hallelujah 1 Love Rodgers and Ham~ 
Her So, Vi others, merstein film hit, 


Autumn Leaves, Stor 


EITHER STEREO or REGULAR L.P xiii 


if you agree to buy six albums from Totus Ss 


‘VAN CLIBURN, 


EW SOUND, 


x Rew RECORDING 


the Club during the next 12 months 


‘ou the finest stereo or hi-fi wide variety of albums (up to 200 
tausic being recorded today—for a year). One will be singled out 2s 
for less money than you would nor- the album-of-the-month, If you 
molly pay. Ithelpsbuild vourrecord want it, you do not it will 
library carcfully, completely come to you automatically. 
You save up to 40% with this prefer an alternate—or nothing 
introductory offer alone. After the all—simply state your wishes on a 
trial membership, if you continue, form always provided. For regular 
you will save about one third of the L.P. albums you will pay the na- 
manufacturer's nationally adver- tionally advertised price—usually 
tised price through the Club’s $3.98, at 1imes $4.98. For stereo 
Record-Dividend Plan. This plan albums you will pay the nationally 


Ts. exciting new plan offers Every month you are offered a 


5. All-time classical 7.Breath-takinenew 
Bectacller by most recording of hest- of Kern-Mammer- stare 
talked-about pionist eelling suite from stein classic. Gogi 12 bigaest hits, In- 
of recent years. TV score. Grant, HovardKeel, dian Lote Call. ete. 


THE New “© ‘atv EDLER =) >=) 
GLENN MILLER BOSTON PDFS enchestnA 
ORCH IN HI-FI POPS STOPPERS 


MARIO 


ni 


lets you choose afree regular L.P. advertised price of $4.98, at times 1. Miller-styled 42. New remakes of 
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tala, Palencia, Gras Green Eyes, Linda jazz. Lullaly of Bird. top musicals, Flower 
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Whenvou Come = 
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18. Fresh versions 15, Liling versions 16, Key highl 
of 12 harmony hits, of The Blue Danube, from Tchaikovsky's 

Poper Dell, To Each ‘Aniists' Life Emperor enchanting master- cludes Day In—Day 
HisOwn.CoolWater.  Walts, 9 others. piece for ballet Out plus 14 others. nado, Delicado, Mujer, Adios, et 
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SeptemberSong,War- There, Ebb Tide. Too strings. Tit Get By, 0. sock sonic treat! sings some most- 
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35. My Man, Youn 
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singing, Dillorent! Yesterdays, 8 more. bons, Only Onc. 
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Please rogister me a8 a niembor of The nca Vicron stereo versions $4.98, at times $5.98. (A emall postage 
Popular Album (lu at handling, charge ie added to oll prices.) heee- 
whose numbers T Iinced buy only four such albums in any twelve- 
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= two albums I buy T may choose « third album free. 
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CALL TO COLOR 
COLONY TOWN FOULARDS 


Subdued tones thata knowing young 
man admires instantly . .. Softly col- 
ored prints on luxurious all-silk, with 
Wembley’s Color Guide® that takes 
the guessing out of dressing. $2.50 


00 at your favorite store 


really did meet Miss October in an 
amusement park. Miss November really 
does work as a waitress in a Sunset Strip 
supper club. Miss December really is a 
legal secretary. Many of the magazine’s 
Playmates may aspire to stardom in 
movies and TV —an aspiration that they 
share with most of the half-way aitrac- 
tive young women in America — bul the 
great majority of our center-spread 
beauties are not professional models 
when we find them (and we are con- 
stantly searching for potential Playmates 
throughout the country) even though 
many go on to careers in modelling and 
show business after their Playmate ap- 
pearance, 


STORYSVILLE 

As Stevenson once wrote, “Bright is 
the ring of words when the right man 
gs them” — have found the 
right man in Hu Foster. His story, 
The Taste of Fear, in the September 
pLaynoy, had the bright, authentic ring 
nd powerful fict 
ppressive. After 
ass of limp, synthe 
an occasional 
the even more fi 


im literature. He has a com- 
pressed brilliance in his way of writing, 
and this adds to the power and illumines 
the implications of a powerful psycho- 
logical story, I was at a party the other 
night where somebody mentioned the 
Foster story and asked how many of 
those present had read it, There were 
three besides myself and we all agreed 
that for sheer impact and trenchant style 
y was a standout in recent Amer- 


the sto 
ican fictior 


Robert Shaw 
Hollywood, 


tifornia 


Congratulations to Richard Matheson 
for his grim little shocker, No Such 
Thing As q Vampire in the October is 
suc. TH be looking forward to more 
stories by this talented author. 

Jerry Blahut 
Chicago, Ilinois 


Noel Clad's November story, 4 Long 
Time to Swing Alone, is an impressive, 
excellent piece of work. 
Terry Ring 
Los Angeles, 


fornia 


T enjoyed the story 4 Long Time to 
Swing Alone by Noel Clad. Let's have 
more of the same. 

James C. Carcutt, Jr. 
New York, New York 
NEW CHESTS FOR OLD 

Lam a plastic surgeon. It is gratif 
that our formerly flat-chested patients 
with their new figures, can compete suc 
cesstully with your Playmates. 

Robert Alan Franklyn, M.D. 
Hollywood, California 


THE CONTAMINATORS (CONT’D) 
‘The editorial in your October issue, 
The Contaminators, was eloquent and 
hard-hitting. 1 wonder how many of 
your critics took notice of this sober 
evidence of your sense of social respon- 
sibility? 1 hope a few did. On this edi- 
1, I really congratulate rLayuoy. 
S. 1. Hayakawa 
San Francisco State College 
San Francisco, California 


tor 


Je ne puis que vous encourager dans 
youre campagne. Veuillez recevoir lassur- 
ance de mes sentiments distingués. 
Professcur A. Lacassagne 
Fondation Curie 
Paris, France 


Even the exclusively peaceful uses of 
atomic eneigy are accompanied by cer 
tain risks of contamination of man’s en- 
vironment. There exist serious lacunae 
in our knowledge of radiation hazards 
and effects. 

Lars J. Lind 

International Atomic Energy 
Agency 

Vienna, Austria 


We would appreciate very much 1e- 
ceiving from you as many reprints of 
The Contaminators as you can spare, We 
reviewed the artide at our Council meet- 
ing, and we applaud the stand your 
magazine is taking in this serious matter 
by bringing it to the public’s atention 

Esther Gordon 

Hematology Rescarch Foundation 

Chicago, Mlinois 


Congratulations on The Contamina 
tors. It substantiates my opinion that 
pLaysoy’s dedication is not only to miles 
of flesh, mansions of sound and literary 
offerings spattered with Freudian novso- 
accidental slips. Thanks. 

Barbara F. Williams 

Charleston, South Carolina 


The editors of rLaynoy are uained in 
literary pursuits, not science, and thus 
have no right to be attempting to influ 
ence public opinion in scientific matters 

Marshall Smith, Jr., M.D. 
Philadelphia 


Pennsylvani 


Tt is most encouraging when ma, 
vines with a wide, general circulation 
take up an issuc as vital as fallout and 
weapons testing. I agree with you th 
now is both the time for alarm and the 
time for action 


The Reporter 
New York, New York 


I think it is splendid that a publica- 
tion such as yours finds the time and 
space to discuss such a serious subject. 

Robert U. Brown, Publisher 
Editor & Publisher 
New York, New York 
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CALL TO COLOR 


SMOKY STRIPES 


Soft muted stripes on fashion’s fa- 
vored dark grounds, classically cor- 
rect, authentically fashioned, Each 
with Wembley’s Color Guide® for 
correct match with suits, jackets, 
slacks. $2.50 


Other Wembley Ties to $5,00 at your favorite store 
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PLAYBOY 


Who really invented the Bacardi Party ? 


Northern playboys claim 


eg 
2 


ENJOYABLE ALWAYS AND ALL WAYS 


Bacardi Imports, Inc., NY, 
Rum, 80 proof 


Southland 
goofs- 


Last year we announced that “deep in 
Dixie we've uncovered a new playboy 
pastime—The Bacardi Party” 

Lo and behold, Alaska is now re- 
ported as challenging this claim. The 
parka-clad playboys say they were the 
first to concoct the delightful idea. 

As you know, a Bacardi Party is 
where the guests bring Bacardi and 


the host supplies the mi 


ngZS—as 


many as he can turn up. F 


So have yourself a Bacardi party. 
You may not haye invented it, but 
you certainly can discover it. Just 
hear in mind the old saying: No 
Bacardi Party can be a Bacardi 
Party without Bacardi. 


HOW TO MAKE A 


LIKE SEND HER A CANDYGRAM. IT an 


HIT WITH A 


SWEET, MAN. TRY ONE AND SEE. 


The editorial was well written and 
forceful —but it doesn’t strike to the 
heart of the matter. There are millions 
of people in this country who soberly 
believe that the only alternatives are (1) 
continue testing bombs and developing 
military weapons: (2) surrender to the 
Russians and become a Soviet satellite 
These people will never believe that the 
Russians would not find some method 
to circumyent any agreement they might 
sign to stop tests. These people say, 
“Better 200,000 leukemia cases per year 
than surrender to the Russians.” What 
can you do? 


Samuel K. Allison 
University of Chicago 
Chicago, Minois 


Thank you, thank you, thank you for 
The Contaminators. You have done a 
great service. Leukemia is a horrible, vor- 
turous, painful. frightening disease. 1 

. L have seen it 
Jean Carter, R.N. 
Brooklyn. New York 


The Contaminators should be circu- 
lated to every politician in U.S.A, U.K 
and U.S.S.R. It is a relief to know that 
one of America’s foremost journals cares 
about tomorrow's unborn children and 
lizes the horror and torment that 


Strontium 90 holds for mankind. Let us 
5 


hope that soon — very soon — the Ieade 

of our countries will halt the poisonin: 

of the atmosphere before it is too Tate 
Kevin Henriques 
Ewell, England 


I would have expected rLavuoy to be 
more sympathetic with the boys playing 
with atomic bombs. Indeed these are 
wonderful toys, and I don't think at this 
slage they have done undue damage to 
people. compared with other sources of 
fun and pleasure. [ should add that 
these comments of mine not for 
publication. 


are 


Prof. _ 
Universit 
La Jol 


of California 
Califorr 


I have read with imterest your edi- 
torial on Strontium 90. There is no 
question but what increased amounts of 
Strontium 0 will inerease the amount 
of cancer of various kinds. But from 
various sources, I conclude also that liv- 
ing at Denver, Colorado, instead of Li 
Jolla, California, will mercase the inci 
dence of cancer considerably more than 


Your personal telegram is actually the 
cover of a box of hand-dipped luxury 
chocolates, delivered fresh from freezers 
in Western Union offices to any place in 
the U.S. 2 Ibs.,$5, 1 Ib., $2.95, plus cost of 
telegram. Phone Western Union now— 
and charge it. 


the Strontium 90 distribution on the 
earth, I hope we cin stop the atomic 
bomb war and have a more sensible 
atomic bomb testing progiam the world 
over. 


How's seour O1NNER 
| Au « siGHT on THE 
| Tome wT cen ner 


wake 


Harold C. Ure 
University of 


CandyGram- BEERS : 


the world’s sweetest message 


alifornia 
Jolla, California 
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


[i322 ding? John Metegan, prac 
tioner, student and 

tends toward that condusion. “Here is 
an art form,” he says in an article in 
Saturday Review “. . . barely perceived 
in all its myriad manifestations when 
suddenly the whole thing seems to have 
blown up... . The voice of jazz... is 
slowly becoming the voice of the turtle,” 
In spite of the unprecedented activity in 
jazz today, there is the stuff of wuth in 
this dour view, for the forces of con- 
formity and mediocrity, which threaten 
our rugged individualism generally, have 
penetrated the realm of jazz, As Mehegan 
so mordantly puts it: “The quasi-; 
hero of today .. . is becoming a Trendex 
hero playing IBM choruses on his shin- 
ing Dun & Bradstreet.” Mehegan levels 
his attack at even such hardshell indi- 
vidualists as Miles Davis and Thelonious 
Monk, which strikes us ay something ap- 
proaching frauicide. The more we pon- 
de the more they 
troubled us, for jazz is important to us 
and we are as aware as anyone that the 
voice of the turtle is very small indeed. 
But then, by chance, we came across a 
critique by Dudley Fitts of some recent 
volumes of poetry, in the course of 
which he remarked, “I half believe that 
it is possible to be so much in love with 
t that one that art in 
action,” Suddenly tiful 
wise observation seemed to shed light on 
Mr. Mehegan’s uncompromising posi- 
tion toward jazz. Whether it be of man 
for woman, of man for art, or whatever, 
passion in extremis has a way of turning 
into tyranny: the music teacher is wadi- 
tionally harshest with his favorite pupil. 
We like to think that John Mehegan 
loves jazz not wiscly, but too well — too 
well to delight in the fact that there at 
such thin jazz festivals 


teacher of 


at, 


vd Mehegan’s word: 


can't: bear 


this be and 


as where 


y make an honest buck, that 
nd Hawkins are both finding 


Coltrane 
their audiences, and that it is easier to- 


day than ever before to hear jazz — good 
well as bad. Perhaps Mr. Mehegan is 
a jealous lover too: perhaps he doesn’t 
like the idea of shasing 1 
with so many others, and perhaps he 
would rather see her dead than prosti- 
tuted. Still, we should be thankful for 
people like John Mehegan: as long as 
their passions keep them afire, jazz Gun- 
not casily fall prey to that most crippling 
of all diseases to which an art is subject: 
complacency. 


paramour 


A while back we tipped you off on 
how wo buildings and 
commercial establishments next time 
you're in New York. Get ready now for 
Lesson Two: 

The Fifth Avenue Gafeteria is at 753 
Broadway. The Park Avenue Cleaners 
are at 1285 Third Avenue The Madison 
Avenue Messenger Service is easy to 
locate: merely head west from Madison 
Avenue, go about five blocks or so and 
there it is: at 240 West 29th Suect. If 
you want the West Side Bag and Paper 
mpany, head over to the East Sid 
it’s at 177 East 123rd Sweet. The Mid- 
Town Express and Moving Company is 
uptown at 474 West 159th Sue The 
Downtown Gallery is midtown at 32 
Fast 51st Street. The Midtown Manu- 
facturing Corporation is downtown at 
55 West 17th Sureet. And in case you're 
Iooking for die Twemty-Nine West 118th 
Street Corporation, you can't miss it. 
Iv’s at 1 East 115th Street. 


locate various 


Who needs; those overpriced, watery 
drams of orange drink at theatre inter- 
mission: men's 


drink- 


oe WS and eR: 


yoom attendants?...Dean Mart 


ing jokes? ... big men named Tiny? ... 
goldfish? . . . presidential candidates who 


aren't presidential candidates"? ... 
double features? ... TV testimonials by 
inarticulate athletes? ... layer cake? ... 


. fone numbers? 
ty of the working 
the closing of bars 
on election days? ... No Parking At 
Any Time? ... calling an airline bus 
a limousine? ... parakeets? ... weight- 
lifting? ... weight-lifters? 


paper cups? - whis- 


\ double feature in every sense of the 
word was advertised by the Park Theatre, 
Washington, D.C. in the Washington 
Post: 

The Truth About Unwed Mothers 

“WASTED LIVES” 
Plus: First Time On The Screen 
“THLE BIRTH OF TWINS” 
Last two lays. Popular prices. 


n over the bar 
bistro: LOADING ZONE. 


na Rye, Arizona, 


Tt has often be 
is nothing so democaatic as gramma 
the definitions of words. Grammars and 
dictionaries, yule books though they b 
are reference works of usage, which 
changes from day to day, and not codifi- 
cations of static laws. We grant this, yet 
find ef mourning the 
of sloppiness and impressionism in the 
written as well as the spoken language, 
perhaps more than we would if ours 
were a tongue les beautifully tooled for 
precision, subtlety and vigor. When uwo 
words with meanings distinctly different 
though similar become interchan 
through usage, or one gives way wholly 
to the other, the fine edge of lan; 
is dulled, sense becomes vague. yerbosity 
replaces cavity. Consider: flaunt — flout, 


ours incursions 
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HE WANTS this full fashtoned brushed 
Mohair Pullover with the fine deta that 
makes Imports from Portofino so much 
better. Smart finish on V-neck and bottom, 
Olive, Beige, Royal-blue, Black, White. 
Small, Medium, Large, Extra-large. $29.50 


SHE KNOWS, Portofino 
sive Italian Import Shop in America where 
quality lives the year around Try this Ital- 
fan 100% Brushed Mohair Cardigan. Wide 
convertible collar, full fashioned. Fine ttal- 
ian detail Wear it over everything «sf goes. 
Pink, Royal-blue, White, Olive. 


the only exclu- 


Size 10 thru 16. 
Add 4% tax in California 


‘Mail Orders to iY vl 


“fin oe 


489 N. Beverly Dr., Beverly Hille, California 
Check € =) Money Ordar( 
$10.00 Oxposit on a CO D's, 


14 IMPORTS FOR MEN AND WOMEN 


$2O.5O reewae 


juncture — junction, verbal —oral, insti- 
disinterested — wninter- 
ested. Should one deem the distinctions 


nitiale. 


gale — 


paltry? We think not. Consider data and 
media used as both singular and plural, 
between used for among, alternatives 
used to designate multiple options, 
transpire used to mean happen. These 
mples of how usage can 


e a few exa 


erode exactness: they might have been 
maliciously manufactured to make Fo 
ler cringe in his crypt. The democracy 
of Janguage is virtuous when it makes 
for freshness, vividness. 
But as in any democratic process — and 
language is, indeed, a process — there is 
4 responsibility of the citizenry to pre- 
serve order, a moral privilege to prefer 
a code of action to chaos. Ad copywriters 
nding, Ay You Like I is prel- 
a title to Like You Like It. 

The Village Voice, organ of Gre 
wich V. ues to print the country’s 
most emertainil fied ads. Like: 
“Slug g. shout, curse or 
coo to get you out of bed. $4.50 per 
month.” 


inventiveness, 


One of the unspoken advantages of 
the large car almost received nationwide 
publicity, we learned from Printers’ Ink. 
The ad agency representing one of the 
major. tuto companies proudly sent its 
Detroit client a batch of copy, only to 
discover, with some chagrin, that the 
cute sceretary. in. typi 
to replace an intended 
so that the ad copy read: “. . . with 
plenty of room for sex — even with heavy 
‘overcoats. . 


THEATRE 


There are two uninhibited English- 
men named Michael Flanders and Don 
ald Swann who write their 
and sing them Af the Drop of « Hat, which 
is what they call their two-man review. 
A lot of their 


own songs 


year Londot 
e for this 


run, and now Broadway is 

nformal mixture of low 
e and off 
heat songs. (confined 
to a wheelchair by polio) is a black- 
bearded bulk of a man who looks like 
Henry VIII the morning after a strenu 
ous night; composer Swann is a slight, 
bespectacled milquetoast_ who bounces 
up and down on his bench. Between 
comments cockeyed and cogent, these 
onetime Oxford operators duet and solo 
some 20 songs on a wide variety of 
phenomena, from the British weather, 
the London omnibus, and the hi-fi fa 
natic whose neglected wife is d to 
“no fidelity with high frequency,” to 
such assorted wildlife as a vegetarian 


1s a strong word, one not to 
be used lightly. Yet that is 


the only way we can sum up 
what Ray accomplishes in this LR 
Heard for the first time as 

a ballad singer, Ray proves 

that he’s one of the most warmly 
personal and sensitive singers 

of the generation. 


THE GENIUS OF RAY GHARLES tp 1312 
Available monaural $4.98 


and stereo $5.98 
Send for complete LP catalogue 
& stereo disc listing. 
TLANTIC RECORDS 


157 West 97th Street, New York 19, New York 


why 
travel 
alone? 


joina 
BACHELOR PARTY°® 
for unattached men and women. Exciting... 


ifferent...with twice the fun—for evenings 
are includes 


Mexico, Puerto Rico every week, frequent tours to 
Europe, Nassau, Hawaii and “Around the World.” 
Tours for all age groups including Young Bachelor 
Party Tours (21-33). 

Contact your travel agent...or... send for free 
booklet: “All about Bachelor Party Tours"— 
America’s most talked-about new concept of 
travel. Hailed as an “Excellent buy” by Esq 
BACHELOR PARTY TOURS, INC. DEPT. PL 2 
444 Madison Ave. N. Y. 22 or call PL 82433 


camnibal, an indignant gnu, and a wall 
flower wart hog. In the nick of time 
Broadway bas rediscovered that humor 
can be literate and subtle and even very 
British — and still rocket the laughs to 
the rafters. At the Golden, 252 West 45th 
Street, NYG. 


The Tenth Man is an air-borne fantasy 
with its allegorical wings tipped by 
Jewish folk comedy, and with this new 
play, Paddy Chayefsky moves securely 
into the exclusive little cirde of the 
American theatre's important play- 
wrights. It’s a latter-day version of the 
ancient Jewish legend of the dybbuk — 
4 homeless and generally evil spirit that 
takes possession of a living body and 
stays there till death or exorcism do 
them part. Chayefsky's dybbuk is made 
manifest in a shabby Orthodox sy 
yogue on the outskirts of New York 
when an elderly worshiper (Jacob Ben 
Ami) arrives with his teenage grand- 
daughter (Risa Schwartz) in tow. Either 
the girl is insane several doctors 
have testified, or she is possessed, as her 
grandfather claims, by “the whore of 
Kiev, the companion of sailors” The 
nine members of the synagogue who are 
present are finally compelled to believe 
the girl’s dybbuk is genuine, and 
consider the advisability of at 
tempting the complicated and 
forgotten ritual of exorcism. Meanwhile 
they are faced with the more pressing 
problem of finding a tenth man to fill 
out the quorum necessary for the cele- 
bration of their religious rites. The 
tenth man (Donald Harron), dragooned 
from the passersby, proves to be a 
handsome and very neurotic young 

To arrange a satisfactory love 
between the two tormented young 
seems an impossible matter, but 
Chayefsky manages it with the double 
th and skilled craftsm: 
ship. He is aided on all sides by a cast 
of carefully chosen pl: 


almost 


1 and by di 
Tyrone Guthrie's free-wheeling, 
flair for encompassing allegory and 
ritual, love and low comedy as they 
should be —as different aspects of the 
universal story of mankind. At the 
Booth, 222 West 45th Street, NYC. 

The Sound of Music has a score by Rich- 
ard Rodgers and Oscar Hammerstein TL, 
1 book by Howard Lindsay and Russel 
Crouse, a cast headed by Mary Martin 
and Theodore Bikel, and an advance 
sale of $2,300,000. It is also the most 
antiseptic musical of the decade; any 
resemblance to origi been 
You avoid the Lu 
West 46th Street, NYC 


rector 


ity has 
carefully avoided 
Fontanne, 205 


There are three questions that pop 
immediately into mind concerning Take 
Me Along, the musical version of Eugene 
O'Neill's only comedy, Ah, Wilderness! 


Now! SIR WALTER RALEIGH in a Pouch! 


% 
Keeps Tobacco FRESHER! 


New airproof aluminum foil pouch keeps famous, mild 
Sir Walter Raleigh 44% fresher than old-fashioned tin cans. 


Choice Kentucky burley—extra aged. Get the familiar 
orange-and-black pack with the new pouch inside! 


Open the pack.. 
‘Out comes 
the Pouch! 


Tearproof— 
laminated. Really durable 
+. won't spring a leak. ... it bends with you. 


R WALTER RALEIGH 


vN 


Sooner or Later— 


Your Favorite Tobacco... GS 


No spills 
V7 when you fill. 


dust dip in! 


’s triple Carries flat in pocket. 
No bulge. Flexible, too 


Capt, W. A. Reedholm, American Airtines jet pilot on the New York fo San Francisco non-stop run, lives with 


precision instruments on 


is job. At home, he relaxes with the precision instruments of music—his Rek- 


ut 


Stereotable and Audax Paraflex Speaker Systems. Both have been styled with a timeless beauty that comple- 
ments any decor. Both offer the ultimate in musical performance. and the finest expression of your individuality! 
Send coupon for brochures and FREE STROBE DISC. Single-Speed Model N-8SH STEREOTABLE—$63.95 


REK-O-KUT 
STEREOTABLES 


‘port Mort Corp, 458 Broadway, MY. 13 


E> CCanade Alas Ri 30 Wingolé Ave. Torento 19 


Speaker System by Audax—model CA-100, illustrated, $138.95 


‘Send for colorful eatalog and FREE STROBE DISC 
Rek-O-Kut Co., Inc ovpt. ro.» 38 
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RO QUEFORT spoken here 


«--and ever 


ywhere that gourmets 


evtnor ig mic is a language without 


words. 
Roquefort 
eating an 


is only one genuine Roquefort ~ 


cheese 


made of pure sheep's 


© words are necessary because 
is the cheese am that makes 
elegant experience. Uy There 


milk, bearing this Red Sheep Seal. 


For sophisticated tastes, no 


substitute will do. 


For free recipe book, write: 


Roquefort Association, Inc., Dept.P, 8 West 40th St., New York 18, N.Y. 


Only 6.8% 
2 speaker ; 

‘ne pound! 
Party-proof finish . 


height, 24°" 


THE REVOLUTIONARY NEW 


ROLLS ACOUSTICAL EQUALIZER 
SPEAKER SYSTEM 


40 to 19.000 ++ —1%4 db; 


total second harmonic distortion, 
electrical crossover; magnet weight, 


horany, Sweet Maple 
Width 144". denth 12¥4" 
Each unit individually hand assembled. 


neering problem. 


fone volt across voice 


. Walnut, Blond, Ma- 


An exciting ond startling new de- 
Parture in specker system manu- 
facture which outmodes all other 
acoustical devices. 


How is this done? By a major break- 
through, ROLLS hos succeeded in 
creating on acousticol design long 
thought theoretically possible, but 
until recently on unsolved engi- 


The smoll size of the ROLLS Speoker 
System is in stortling contrast to 
its big performance. The Result: 
An_ultro-smooth, 
completely free of listener fotique. 


silky response, 


Stocked by a select fa be-fi outlet 
Ask you favorite dealer for THE ROLLS 
or order direct $89.00 F.0.B, factory, 


ROLLS ELECTRONIC 
MANUFACTURING CORPORATION 
P. 0. Box 7184, Tulsa, Oklahoma. 


IL, at all at all? Is it box-office 
tailored to fit Jackie Gleason’s out 
comedy? Is it, somchow, an in 
tegrated, attractive musical? The answer 
is yes all around, with a few minor reser 
vations. The Joseph Stein-Robert Rus. 
sell adaptation, directed by Peter Glen 
Mille, iy O'Neill’s play et out at the 


seams to include song-and-dance wap 
pings and a fatter role for “PV's Lauest 
comedian as the lovable rumpot, Uncle 


Sid. Bob Merrill's likable songs mitch 
the place and period (turn-of-the-cen 
tury New England) like bution shoes 
id spittoons, and Onna White's big 
ballet, costumed a la Aubrey Beardsley. 


uon with the works of Oscar Wild 
Thsen and Omar Khayy All the ac 
tors in this pl ic are adroit 
and adept, including V 

Mer 


with mu 


almost falls from grace in a beerdrink. 
ing bout with a trollop from New 


Haven. But it is G! unex pect- 
edly modest and still highly talented 
Gleason —who gives Take Me Along 

eC spark needed to revitalize this 


1. He is all things to 
ingly comic, genuinely 
touching, and a songbelter par excel- 
lence. Together he and ‘Pidgeon are at 
aging best as they caper 
through a soft-shoe routine that catches 
the heart and stops the show. At the 
Shubert, 225 West 44th Street, NYC. 


DINING-DRINKING 


Everything's up to date in Kansas City, 
where two of the cocktails-only centers 
have joined the movement to buxom, 
blithe and barely-bedecked waitresses. At 
The Inferno (1038 Troost), a devilish ren- 
dezyous indeed. the martini: messengers 
are attired in hellcat garb, complete with 


Jong tails sporting a cigarette Tighter 
at the p. The walls are deco 


rated in the Dalioutof-Dante tradition, 
with a heated Satan ruling a realm of 
nudes, masks and death heads. Dancing 
to stereo sound is encouraged. The drinks 
are warming, too, and rved from 
8 rat to 1:30 at. Try staring at the 
waitress with the 44-inch bust. 
else does. At the Chez Joie (3740 Broad 
way), there's more of the half-cressed 
tress set. A uwolevel enterprise, 
first Moor is modern in decor 
upstairs (Joie’s Alley) is a 
hostel. Visitors enter the upper level by 

5 “Joie sent me” into a hand. 


w 


one of the owners.) The drinks are as 
stimulating as the waitresses, who pauol [iAF/ AUDIO FIDELITY 

the aisles from 10 p.m. to 1:30 at. 

eee a on Oye b presents 
in the Alley. There's no minimum or 

at either haven. If you're a AUDIO FIDELITY [lita 
NE in any sense of that term, you'll (CO ah wh fig mend 

dig these hideaways 


New York's newest jazz emporium, The 
Arpeggio (144 East 52nd Suet), is off on 
the right triple-track: good food, good 
good jazz. While grand groups, 
those of Barbara 
‘Toshiko Akiyoshi, Roy Eldrid; 
Dickenson, cook appropriately on the 
stand, chef George Firenze and his side- 
men do likewise in the kitchen. Jazz butls 
who have been frustrated by the food-at- 
and-drinks-atanother 
nk proprictor Willie 


Shore for eliminating that frustration 
At The Arpeggio you can begin a com- 
plete meal with the antipasto magnifique 
(it is) and move on to risotto and mush- 


rooms ($4.25), roast duckling, with sauce 
Bigarade ($5.50), or scallopine of filet 
mignon parmigiana (59.75). The drinks 


make it, too. During the week there’s a 
$3.50 minimum; on weekends, it’s $4.50. 
Hours: from noon (for jaz/less lunch) 
till 4 a.st. on weekdays, from 5 P.M. to 


8 an on Saturday, and from 5 pat. to 
4 a.m. on Sunday. Jazz sounds start at 
8:30 nightly. 


routine can 


Louis Armstrong plays jazz favorites born in the early 1900's... 
immortal classics that have withstood the test of time . . . music that 
is as vibrantly alive today as the day it was written. Satchmo played 
all the selections in this album with King Oliver, and, many of the 
If you have been skeptical of specta- selections were written by King Oliver himself. Listen now to Louis 
cles in the past, you're likely to shift Armstrong play such classics as: “Saint James Infirmary rankie 
gears considerably when you take a look & Johnny,” “Jelly Roll Blues,” “Big Butter & Egg Man,” “Hot Time in 
eee) the Old Town Tonight,” “Panama,” “I Ain't Got Nobody,” “Dr. Jazz 


nearly four hours, there is a minimum 
of false notes and Hollywood clichés. and others. AFLP 1930/AFSD 5930 
‘The fact that producer Sam Zimbalist 
brought in such distinguished word- 
smiths as Maxwell Anderson, Gore Vidal, 


FILMS 


SN. Behrman and Christopher Fry to A i = DUKES OF va.» 
conuibute to Karl Tunberg’s sound and DIXIELAND 
mature basic script might have some- pyvounvero mean 
thing to do with it. But alo: the cos % Ni) ee 


tuming, sets, acting and directing are 
blended with inspired discernment and 
taste — and prodigal elfulgence. The fa 
liar story, written originally by Civil 
War General Lew Wallace, concerns a 
prince of Judea's hate for his Roman 
overlords, and his eventual conversion wo — ~ 

ee, " HAMP'S BIG BAND! LIONEL HAMPTON PIANO RAGTIME . . . DUKES OF DIXIE- 
to Christianity at the foot of the cross. i 
at his greatest! Hamp at the vibes wilh LAND. New Orleans .. . storyville . . . 
his “big band” sound accompanying him high steppin’ music with the plunking 
in such outstanding numbers as “Hamp’s piano, whompin’ tuba and sliding trom- 
Mambo,” “Hey Ba Ba Re Bop,” “Air bones. Selections include: “Tiger Rag,” 
h “ill es : B 1 Mail Special” and other great Hampton “Original Dixieland One Step,” and “Kan- 
ARM Leave SOLU BaSPIN Bue nue Favorites. AFLP 1913/AFSD 5913 sas Cily Stomp.’ AFLP 1928/AFSD 5928 
essentially a story about people, and the 


principal departure that Ben-Hur rep AFLP (monaural) $5.95 + AFSD (stereo) $6.95 


resents over previous spectacle-films. is FOR A COMPLETE LISTING OF ALL AUDIO FIDELITY RECORDS, 
that the director, William Wyler, and WRITE: DEPT. P 2, 770 11th AVE., NEW YORK 19, N. Y. 


Among the eyewalloping scenes is one 
of the damndest sea battles you've ever 
had a chance to ogle from a ringside 
seat, and a terrifying chariot race 
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Margie Douglas 


Again goes to Hawaii and the 
famous Alfred Shaheen for this 
fabulous Sheath in.. 
PURE PURE SILK 


= Se 
Alfred Shaheen’s most exciting 
Sheath now in Pure Silk woven in the 
Orient for Alfred Shaheen and lined 
with silk organza. A clever trick holds 
that flattering neckline no matter how 
much you move about. Two pockets, 
fitted midriff, Obi buckle back, Black, 
Navy, White, Pink, and Turquoise 
Sizes 6 to 18. 19.95 ¢. 


MONOGRAMMED WITH YOUR OWN Two 
AN ORIENTAL SCRIPT (no exchanges 9 menogrammed goods) 


i sales tas in California 


SEND FOR MARGIE'S NEW FREE FASHION FOLIO 


Mail Orders to Margie Douglas 


854 So Robertson Blvd , Los Angeles, California 
$1000 deposit with all CO.D's, 


writers have wisely concentrated on the 
human values involved. A truly cor 
petent cast includes Charlton Heston in 
the tile role, plus Stephen Boyd. M 
tha Scott, Cathy O'Donnell and Jack 
Hawkins. Female love interest is a win- 
ing Israeli beauty, Haya Harareet. 


In A Touch of Larceny James Mason finds 
himself tied to an Admiralty desk in 
ing to tke command of an 
experimental submarine. It doesn’t take 
long for him to run into a stuffy diplo- 
mat, put into flesh by George Sanders, 
who introduces James to his fiancée, 
ten but unable to make 
ith Vera, Mason 
becomes obsessionally certain that he 
can impress her if he becomes wealdl 


sounds mad, and we supp: 
the beauty of this tangy, shay 
is the slick acting, directing i" 
(credit. director Guy Hamilton and 
writer Roger MacDougall for this), 
homogenized by absolute validity in the 
script, once you accept the gloriously 
ridiculous pr 

look the « 
peeks ou 


ire on witch-hunting that 
pishly all the way through. 


There seem to be uwo camps in the 
discussion of F. Scott Fitzy 
Great Writer coterie and the Ov 
Hack contingent. By glomming Beloved 
Infidel, 2 film supposedly about Fitz- 
gerald, both sides can at las ee, 
“Great Scott,” they can cry 
“bur it’s Iousy!™ 


Without reserva 


mn, the cast assem- 


bled for Never So Few, the adaptation of 
Tom T. C 
On hand are 
lobrigida, 


’ novel, is excellent. 
Sinatra, Gina Lol 
hard Johnson (an sh 
:), Peter Lawford, Paul Hen 
Brian Donleyy and Steve Mc 
In Millard Kaufman's sereen- 
those present ii 


were pushing h 
Allies and guerillit 
Johnson play the leaders of a guer 
band who act ay dead ducks to I 
nto ambush, Frank manages 


must forego the Golden Rule he'd re- 
discovered in Gina’s bed. ‘Trouble with 


are uninspired and highly imitative. On 
the other hand, the battle scenes are 
blundly gutsy, and ead to a clearly 


THE BRITISH 


Britishers 


Same size, same shape, after washing. Anklet $1.50. 
Garter length $1.75, At fine stores everywhere. 


Ahmad Jamal 
Ramsey Lewis 
James Moody 
Kenny Burrell 
Sonny Stitt 
Max Roach 
Al Grey 


Billy Taylor 
Johnny Griffin 
Lou McGarity 
Yusef Lateef 


Gene Ammons 
are heard on 
ARGO RECORDS 


for free catalog write 
CHESS PRODUCING CORP. DEPT, P 
2120 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


BRANDY CASK 


This handsome white oak brass- 
hooped Brandy Cask will really add 
class to your drinking. Paraffin lined 
to preserve the taste of your finest 
liquid refreshments, with an authen- 
tic wooden spigot and personalized 
brass name plate. It holds c half 
gallon. Your complete satisfaction is 
guaranteed. Send only $12.50 along. 
with name to be encraved on brass 
plate te: 


Bar Bou! 
Dept. NS * Box #3376 


PLAYBOY ACCESSORIES 


PLAYBOY’s familiar rabbit bright 
rhodium on gleaming black enamel, 
attractively packaged in felt bag. 


earrings $4.50 cuff links $4.50 
bracelet $3 tie tack $2.50 
the set $7 the set $6.50 


PLAYBOY PRODUCTS, dept. 459 
232 east ohio chicago 11, 


spoken philosophy of the fruitlessness 
and despair of war. which is nearly 
worth the admission charge in itself, 
irection by John Sturges is virile on 
the battlefield, seems to lose interest 
when the twice-told tale of romance 
comes around. In short, the movie is 
engrossing half the time, but during the 
other half things yet mighty tedious. 

ian Duvivier’s skilled guid- 
tc Bardot acts quite well 
A Lodylike Sotan, the movie from Pierre 
Louys’ novel, The Woman and the Pup- 
pet. She's a displaced French hoyden 
now brightening the already brilliant 
landscape of Spain. Brigiue is a good 
girl, we are led to believe —her steady 
being a hard-working bus driver — yet 
secretly she yearns for a lustily passion- 
¢ love affair. I shows up at a crucial 
moment in the shape of a wealthy 
rancher (Antonio Vilar) 
wanderings are already : 
concern to his hidalgo 
moments of glimpsing her, this suave 
wencher is panting hotly after our gitl, 
attempting to throw her in the spacious- 
ness of an open field, in the rich confines 
of a rococo boudoir, ina dingy café. OF 
course, this is broad, almost lascivious 
comedy Taced with a large dollop of 
eroticism, but there is pathos, too, which 


whose 


Duvivier handles with the gentle 
sensiti It ends as a bubblin: 
sight i man frailties, and, played 


nst the exotic splendor of Spain dur- 
1g fiesta, it is delightful to the eye. Not 
to the car, though; it’s dubbed. 


RECORDINGS 


If you've been bugged by both tradi. 
and modern jazz, Hoiry Jazz 
176) may be your salve. The 
er belting the hoary tunes is 
cartoonist philosopher 
Shel Silverstein. Supporting him with 
the apparent joy ol liberated jazemen 
are the seven members of the Red Onion 
Juz Band. Silverstein come to 
with a doven vintage items, includi 
Broken Down Mama, Kitchen Man, 
Sister Kate and Ragged but Right, and 
the quality of his voice lies somewhere 
between Caruso’s and Andy Devine's, 
times a disqui 
to Louis Pr 


hairy sho 
PLaynoy's 


own 


4 resemblance 
ni's, One thing for 
one — but no one —snoozes when hairy 


Shel is on. 


: no 


Speaking of hair: In a German Beer Gar- 
den (Chess 1443) iy a platterful of 
ble organ oompah calculated to bring 
down the level of any sophisticated 
shindig. If such is ever your intention, 
you'll want to keep it handy. And as a 
conyersation piece, you c 


new madison fielding series 440 


— 


foe pein tte J 


Series 440—S325 


Matching cabinet S30 


And if you're one to be transported on 
wings of song, this is truly hi-fi to fly by. 
But all puns aside, the new Madison 
Fielding Series 440 is a triumph of 
stereophonic component design. Indi- 
vidual AM and FM tuners are combined 
on the same chassis with a dual channel 
40-watt stereo preamp-emplifier. The 
result? Amazing flexibility . . . end the 
knowledge that there is nothing in high 
fidelity reproduction that will stymie this 
fabulous piece of equipment. Here are 
just a few of the 440's many exciting 
features: automatic third channel for 3- 
channel system or monaural mix in 
rooms not being supplied the stereo- 
phonic programming; output for stereo 
headset; Aural Zero Null (AZN) circuit 
for electronic stereo channel balancing: 
and a simple control system with push 
button selector switches and indicator 
lights to make playing the Series 440 
child's play. The unit is fully described 
in a specifications brochure we have pre- 
pared. Why not write for it, or better, see 
your Madison Fielding dealer for e com 
plete demonstration. 


madison fielding 
stereo 


by Crosby Electronics, Inc. 


(GED BRAND PRODUCTS INC. 


Dept. P-2, 39 W. 55 St., N.Y 19, N.Y. 
Morketing organization for Madison Fielding 


19 


IDENTIFY 
YOURSELF IN STYLE 


PLAYBOY 


WITH 
PRINCE GARDNER’S 


“Yards-of-Cards” 


| Smart new moire- 
© lined English 
Morocco case. 


Takes less room 
than a billfold 
in your pocket. 


Easy-to-flip-out 
pliant plastic 
card viewer. 


Holds 16 credit or 
identification cards 
in clear-view plastic 
slide-out sections. 


Extra pockets for 
additional cards, 
Keep your personal 
references neat. 


Plus tax 


AVAILABLE IN BLACK OR BROWN 


PRINCE 
GARDNER 


“YARDS-OF-CARDS” CASE 


20 Prince Gardner Co., 1234 S. Kingshighway, St. Louis 10, No. 


burgher blowing foam on the cover is 
chat satil 


Joe Williams, the Gount Basic band’s 
blucs messenger, is all sweetness and 
light on Joe Willioms Sings About You (Rou- 
lette SR 52030), a ballad set dedicated 
to love—old, new and unrequited. 
d by Jimmy Jones’ studio string 
k, Williams resonantly glides through 
dozen tunes, including If 1 Should 
Lose You. The Very Thought of You, 
You Are Too Beautiful, With Every 
Breath I Take, You're a Sweetheart and 
I Only Have Eyes for You. U's all neatly 
romantic. 


Everyday I Hove the Blues (Rouleuc SRK 
52033) spotlights Joe at home with the 
Basie band kicking around a dozen basic 
(Cherry Red, Going to Chicago, with 
Lambert, Hendricks and Ross in assist 
ance) and not-so-hasic (Baby Won't You 


its best, they emerge fresh as all get-out. 


A plush ensemble sound, punctuated 
by weaving brass lines, is the readily iden- 
tifiable tr k of composer-arranger- 
pianist Gil Evans. He frames soloists with 
much jore than the usual backing: dull 
pecking brass, tired blues figures, or dead- 
ly silence. His waves of sound impress us 
again —as they did in his New Bottle, 
Old Wine (Playboy After Hours, July 
1959) — in Gil Evans Orchestra (World Pa- 
cific 1270). Fronting and molding a top- 
notch studio band, Evans spins excep 
tional tapestries for soloists — trumpeter 
Johnny Coles, reed man Budd Johnson, 
wombonists Jimmy Cleveland and Cur- 
dis Fuller, guiuarist Ray Crawford and 

ist Steve Lacy. Without ex 
ception, they be nobly, obviously 
inwigued by Evans’ choice of wines — 
Davenport Blues, Monk's Straight 
No Chaser, Jol Lewis’ Django, Don 
Redman's Chant of the Weed, and, 
of all things, Tommy Wolf's Ballad of 
the Sad Young Men, from the ill-fated 
«lway musical, The Nervous Set. 
ns! touch wraps everything up in one 
of the best gilt packages we've seen. 


soprano s: 


the jazz. critics 


frequently do, there’s nothing like the 


pulse-pounding pipes of Mahalia Jack- 
son. On Greet Gettin’ Up Morning (Colum 
bia CS 8153), you can hear the moun- 
tains move. With her trusty pianist 
Mildred Falls, a jazz rhythm section in- 


Farmer and guitarist. Jim 
Raney, and a responsive choir urging 
her, N ingly affirms her 
status as the world’s most heavenly gos- 
pel singer. The songs include a boister- 


III OIC I ok bk 


The perfect combination ... 
the music of 


SOOO 


Stephen Foster: 


the orchestra of 


Heor the fabulous Montovoni and his casca: 
ing strings perform such Stephen Foster loss 
‘as My Old Kentucky Home; 1 Dream Of Jecni 
Old Folks At Home. Also included ore oth 
fomous songs of Americana as Home On TI 
Range; Yellow Rose OF Texes; Goodnight Irene. 
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FERRO GORA UQUOO OBOE ROB OO OOO LDU 


HUNTER 


lever smokes hot. Never needs a 
ipe cleaner. No soggy heel, no 
bitter slug. no dry-out. Weighs 1 
ounce. Interchangeable bowls of 
finest imported briar. HUNTER by 
Falcon—straight or bent shank 
stem, anodized black, 
brown, aluminum, gift 
cased, $5.00 
FALCON, str: 
aluminum stem, gift 
cased, $3.95. 
D.M.W. Inc. 4117 N. 


patrick Chicago 41, Hl. 


Viking®™ 
WF performance 


is PEAK performance 


The requirements for truly 
high-fidelity tape recording 
(monaural of stereo) are easily 
delineated. They are: 

‘A linear transport. 

High quality heads (lami- 
nated, for high recording 
level without saturation), 

A clean recording amplifier. 

Critically adjusted recording 
bias. 

All Viking decks meet profes. 
sional requirements for mini- 
mum flutter and wow. 

All Viking decks are factory 
equipped with laminated re- 
cording heads. 

Viking recording amplifiers fea- 
ture do-it-yourself “peaking ad- 
justments” — for that engineer's 
touch that marks the difference 
between just another recording 
and a master tape. 

Write for Viking’s “Here's How 
—Of Better Tape Recording.” 


600 ALOMICH AVENUE SOUTH 
‘MINMERPOUS 20, saNNESOTA 


FG oF minnearous 


[APORT OWISION. 22 Waren $1, Mom Wark 7, H.W. 
fables SIMONTRICE, NEW YORK Ul Code) 


THE EAR { @ige 
THAT HAS & 
HEARD 
EVERYTHING, 
HAS HEARD 
NOTHING 
UNTIL IT 
HEARS THE tows” 


CCELF 438 BILLY MAXTED GEUPAZE TONY SCOTT” CLAP a07 CY COLEMAN 


comin 
Toot Sins tate 


ch 


HI-FI CELEBRITY 


‘StECO Aicon 


JAZZ SERIES 


ous title tune, a convincing How Great 
Thou Art, a walwable To Me It’s So 
Wonderful, a churning God Put a Rain- 
bow in the Sky and a down-home I 
Found the Answer (listen to che last 
for a key to Ray Charles’ inspiration). 

One of the most felicitous enterprises 
of the year is Basie/Eckstine Incorporcted 
(Roulette SR 52029), the Count and 
Billy cruising through the blues in 
superlative fashion. Though he hasn't 
appeared on vinyl for it spell, Mr. 
Eckstine still boasts the fittest, richest 
baritone in the biz, displays it faule 
Iessly on the Tikes of Slormy Monday 
Blues, Lonesome Lover Blues and nine 
other winners. The Count and his crew 
supply just the right measure of Kansas 
City thunder in the background. 


Anyone for chestnuts? There are five 
of the chestnuttiest roasted 10 4 turn on 
a recent budgetpriced fun disc (Tele 
funken PC 80 Co's first Roumarion 
Rhopsody, List's third and sixth Hungorion 
Rhapsodies, Borodin's In the Steppes of Cen- 
tol Asia and Polovtsian Dances. Franz 
André works the Belgian National 
Radio Orchestra into a lather, espe- 
cially in the Borodin selections, from 
which most of the score of Kismet was 
eamnily lifted. In fact, this part of the 
platter almost seems like an enriched 
potpour iuble-bangle 
bead-bedizened : with a full 
throated chorus aiding the ork, phan 
tasies of ng cyes, thrashing thighs, 


wink navels and other Central Asian 
goodies are effectively evoked. ‘The fi is 
sky-high, the performances exciting 


Students of contemporary sative who 
guffawed at Shelley Berman's initial LP, 
Inside Shelley Berman (Playboy After 
Hours, April 1959), should break into 
additional grins at his second set of ser 
mons, Recorded at Los Angeles’ Inter- 
lude, Outside Shelley Berman (Verve 15007) 
includes his comments on Ganadian- 
born Mort Sahl (“It grieves me that this 
foreigner should be allowed to criticize 
our government”). His lesson in dialing 
y (in the name of Information”) 
Franz Kajka on the Telephone. 
In it portrait. of The Most Important 
Booking Agent in the World, Berv 
addresses Alpert Schweitzer as“ 
and books him as & combination organ- 
istcomic. Vhere’s particular poignancy 
in Berman’s recollection of his father’s 
advice to him on the pursuit of an 
ing career —he comes on like a Yiddish 
Polonius. The tour is wrapped up with 
4n audience participation, question-and- 
answer session with Berman as guest 
speaker aba PTA affair (his solution to 
bed-wetting: let the kid sleep on the 
floor). In all episodes, Be 
in creating material for TB 


the writer, 
man the 


THE WORLD'S FIRST 


STEREO-SCORED 


ORCHESTRA 


Hear and sense true stereo realism both in 
dimension and excitement. 


The lush magnificence and emotional depth of 
“101 Strings” is due to a combination of 
factors. First, in importance, is the concept of 
scoring for strings. Stereo Fidelity uses 101 
string instruments to produce various har- 
monies and voicings and yet not weaken the 
dynamics or quality of any one line when play- 
ing counter lines, This is particularly important 
with the violins and violas. The listener will 
note that at times the melody line is in full 
presence while an equally full counter fine is 
being played without sacnificing the dynamic 
values of either. “101 Strings" is composed of 
128 to 141 players. Of these there are 30 first 
violins (among which are 11 concertmeisters), 
26 second violins, 20 violas, 18 cellos and 7 
string basses. The rest are in the woodwind, 
brass and percussion sections. These players 
represent the finest musicians in Europe today. 


GRAND CANYON SUITE SF-7900 
SILVER SCREEN SF-7000 
THE SOUL OF SPAIN SF-9900 
CONCERTO UNDER THE STARS — SF-6700 
101 STRINGS PLAY THE BLUES  SF-5800 
GYPSY CAMPFIRES SF-B100 
PORGY AND BESS SF-8600 
RUSSIAN FIREWORKS SF-8500 
THE RIVIERAS SF-9000 
EAST OF SUEZ SF-11200 


4 > | 


Available at 
better record 
stores everywhere 


9 stereo 
12" long-play 


Also available on Somerset monophonic 
and in Stereo on Bel Canto magnetic tape. 


‘Write for complete catalog te Dept. P260-Eox 45, Swarthmore, Pa. 


Stereo Fidelity Mfd by Miller Int. Co., Swarthmore, Pa. U.S.A 
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Rugged 14 ft. aluminum runabout 
guaranteed 15 years: Only $425! 


Meet the new aluminum runabout that caters to your every boating 
whim. Relaxing fishing. Exciting skiing. Family cruising. The brawny 

Bonanza is designed to add to your enjoyment. It’s Starcraft con- 

structed for less down time, more fun time. And it is guaranteed in 

NEW writing for 15 years against punctures and popped rivets. See your 
QMIAYF Starcraft dealer for an eye-opening demonstration of this boat's fine 
BONANZA performance, obvious versa 


WRITE FOR COMPLETE COLOR CATALOG 
Department PM-2 - Goshen, Indiana 


RECORD... 
PLAY BACK 


EVERYWHERE. 
ANYTIME 


portable os 
a camera 


all transistor 
PORTABLE TAPE 
RECORDERS 


{In toxurious seeteh grain 
feather case complete with 
microphone, recls and tape, 


Fascinating Accessories 
‘vailable 


essmen © Professional Men « Students » Family Fun 
Phono-Trix is always ready to record . . . needs no out- 
lets, plugs or wires. 4 Flashlight batteries provide up to 

~ 40 hours of recording. Take it on business trips, to the 
theatre . . . even to the beach or a picnic. Precision made 
in West Germany. At fine stores everywhere. 

Write for FREE descriptive brochure 


© Operates on 4 flashlight batteries 
indoors or outdoors 
s only S pounds . . - 
fully portable 
© All-transistor .. . no “warm up"* 
© Up to 90 minutes recording on a 
standard 3” reel of tape. 


fe U.S. Importer: 


MATTHEW STUART & CO., INC. 353 


ith Street, New York 19, N, 


monologist, has kept a watchful eye on 
Berman the man. 

Ella Fitzgerald Sings the George and Ira 
Gershwin Songbook (Verve 4029-5) is a 
whopping package. It includes five LPs, 
five reproductions of paintings by Ber- 
nard Buffet, a hard-coyer book on the 
Gershwins by Lawrence D. Stewart and 
an EP record containing performances 
of Gershwin's Ambulatory Suite and 
Preludes. Everything’s tucked into a 
King:size, flip-top box. On the music 
side, Ella’s backed ably by Nelson Rid- 
dle’s studio orchestra (the perky arrange- 
ments are Riddle's, too). She sings with 
customary artistry along a route that in- 
cludes no less than 59 Gershwin songs. 
There arc a string of lovelics among the 
lot, obviou ut Not for Me, ’S Won- 
derful, They All Laughed and the like. 
But there just isn’t enough top-quality 
Gershwin material to sustain five LPs, 
despite Ella's way with a song and 
Riddle's w: th a band. If you want 
to frame the Buffet prints and read 
about the career of the Gershwin fréres, 
this set is something special for you. For 
the package was — literally —too 
You ought to know that the LPs 
are available singly. 


BOOKS 


Because of his turbulent, specious 
and headline-grabbing adventures, you 
wouldn't expect Errol Flynn to be taken 
seriously as a writer. But writer he was, 
make no m ke about it. He deals with 
himself with profundity and insight in 
the unghosted My Wicked, Wicked Ways 
(Putnam, $4.95), a title dreamed up by 
his publisher (Flynn's own choice: In 
Like Me). He uses rich, explosive lan- 
guage woven in simple but memorable 
imagery. He is literate, wellacad, and 
flagrantly uninhibited. He has penned 
a powerful, piquant confessional of 
stature. It will surprise you, envelop 
you; it will never bore you. No scenario 
ever pasted up for the late Flynn ci 
match hi days in “Tasmania, whe! 
his nervous, restless life began under 1 
mother he hated and a professor-scien- 
tist father he could never reach. Almost 
before he began shaving, he encoun- 
tered lust, avarice, death and atrocity in 
the New Guinea jungles as a slave 
trader, then plantation mana 
moved on to Australia, then to 
the Icgitimate stage, Hollywood 
all the familiar escapades from statutory 
rape to dope to a brush with sadism. 
You feel a sense of epic. wasteful tragedy 
in the chronicle as Flynn develops his 
huge talent for being his own worst 
enemy. Later, you find his agonized sum- 
1m: Know that there are two men 
inside of me. One wants to ramble - 

1 settled fellow. Each is true. 
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VOLUME 3 


Availablein either Stereophonic or Monophonic High Fidelity. 


FEATURING: Recorded highlights from the Playboy Jazz 
Festival Including an introduction by Mort Sahl. 


The greatest jazz package ever assembled. Ail the winners 
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ACCLIMATIZED 


Amid pines or palms, these freshly 
styled knit ties are highly appro- 
priate for business or pleasure. 
All silk, full-fashioned, available in 
black or the new colors. 


Above: 
Saville Row* 
Dominion . . 


$3.50 
$2.50 


SMART KNIT CLIP-ON BOWS 


All Silk Full-Fashioned ~—$1.50 


STYLED BY 
malt nickels 
2545 N. BROAD ST, PHILA., PA. 

AT BETTER MEH'S STORES EVERYWHERE: 


“Winner 1959 international Design Competition 


for living, yet twice an urge to d 
I am alternately very kind, very cruel. 
I want faith, and Tam faithless. J laugh 
a Tot, and T weep secretly more often 


than most men. 
life for truths, 
In me, 


nd 1 w 
contradicti 


» Shebas, F. Scott Fitzgerald. 


nt cigars, Faw 


Scurlace Al, Wi 
Jessica Dragonette. 


the Pig Woman, 
Rogers, Clara Bow, 
and the Scopes trial — they're all part ol 
Am s innocence and inimitability 
daring the razmataz. era that began 
after World War T and ended with the 
stock market debacle of 1929. It’s fetch 
ingly revived in the photos and text of 
The Jazz Age (Putnam, . based on 
NBG-TV's Project 20 study of the period. 
The volume includes concise text by 
M, Barrett and more than 250 rare 
pix culled from the TV show and other 
sources by William Cahn. If you're sorry 
you were born too late to roar with the 
‘Twenties, this is for you, 


Pornography and the Law (Ballantine, $0 


paperback, 75¢) by Drs. 

Phyllis Kronhausen is 

study of contemporary literary c 
ship in America. Attempting to restore 


order to the courts’ cluutered view ol 
“obscenity,” the authors plead that there 
is a vital difference between “erotic 

* (Lady Chatterley’s Lover, Lo- 
lita, and the still-banned Henry Mille: 
Tropic volumes) and “hard-core por 
ography” (represented by excerpts fron. 


i] movement, 
revolt against society 
solely to ex 


the other 
psycholog 
to a rigidly 


for iden 
phy, but they 


ul research proves it neces- 
is not now the case. The 
1 reading erotic z 
ature does not lead to antisocial be 
havior; on the contrary, they feel “erotic 
books may fulfill several eminently use 
ful and therapeutic functions,” includ- 
ing “a most useful 
education.” In § inhibition- 
shattering realistic literature, they make 
this major point: sated human 
anim: poor risks for the ticky ex- 
periment of ci i 


PLAYBOY 
ON 
TELEVISION 


All the best of PLaysoy’s 
bill of fare is on television 


each week: pretty girls, 
good jazz, interesting per- 
sonalities, humor and 


sophisticated entertain- 
ment. Join the party at 
PLAYBOY'S PENTHOUSE 
each week, where your 
host, Editor-Publisher 
Hugh M. Hefner, 
troduce you to the stars of 
show business, famous 
authors and artists, 
lebrities, and, of course, 
PLaysoy’s lovely Playmates 
of the Month. 


will in- 


ce- 


It’s an hour and a half of the 
entertainment you enjoy in 
PLAYBOY. Now appearing 
in the cities listed below and 
scheduled to appear soon in 
other cities, too. 


WBKB CHICAGO 
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KHJ LOS ANGELES 
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LY | 
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bertie wooster and 
his famous gentleman’s 
gentleman tangle with 
@ psychiatrist and 


other assorted nuts 


REVES PLACED THE SIZZLING 
fon the breakfast table, a 
nald (“Kipper”) Herring and 1, 

licking the lips, squared our elbows 

and got down to it. A lifelong buddy 
of mine, this Herring, linked to me by 
what are called imperishable memories. 

Years ago, when striplings, he and I 

had done a stretch together at Mal- 

vern House, Bramley-on-Sea, the pre- 
paratory school conducted by that 
prince of Aubrey Upjohn, 

M.A., and had frequently stood. side 

by side in the Upjohn study awaiting 

the receipt of six of the juiciest from a 

cane of the type that biteth like a ser- 

pene and stingeth like an adder, as the 
fellow said. So we were, you might say. 
rather like a couple of old sweats who 
had fought shoulder to shoulder on 


Crispin’s day, if I've got the name right 

The plat du jour having gone down 
the hatch, accompanied by some fluid 
ounces of strengthening coffee. I was 
about to reach for the marmalade, when 
rd the telephone tootling out in 
all and rose to attend to it. 

Bert Wooster's residence,” I said 
having connected with the instrument 
Yooster in person at this end. Oh 
hullo,” I added. for the voice that 
boomed over the wire was that of Mrs. 
Thomas Portarlington Travers of Brink 
ley Court, Market Snodsbury. near 
Droitwich — or, putting it another way, 
my good and deserving Aunt Dahlia 
very heaty pip-pip to you, old an 
cestor.” I said, well pleased, for she 
a4 woman with whom it is always a pri 
lege to chew the fat. 


a new novel By P. G. WODEHOUSE 


“And a rousing toodle-oo to you, you 
young blot on the Jands she re- 
plied cordially. “I'm surprised to find 
you up as early as this. Or have you 
got in from a night on the tiles? 

T hastened to rebut this slur. 
nly not. Nothing of that de- 
scription whatsoever. I've been upping 
with the lark this last week. to keep 
Kipper Herring company. He's st 
with me till he can get into his new 
flat. You remember old Kipper? He’s on 
the stall of the Thursday Review, a 
periodical of which you may or may not 
be a reader, and has to clock in at the 
office at daybreak. How's everything 
down Brinkley way? 

“Oh, we're jogging along 
speaking from Brinkley. I'm 

“Till when?’ 

“Driving back this afternoon.” 

“LI give you lunch.” 

“Sorry, can't manage it. I'm putting 
on the nosebag with Sir Roderick 
Glossop. 

This surprised me. The eminent bra 
alist to whom she alluded was 
n I would not have cared to lunch 
yself, our relations having heen 
on the stiff side since the night at Lady 
¢ in Hertfordshire when, 
on the advice of my hostess’ 
Roberta, I had punctured his 
r bottle with a darning needle 
n the small hours of the morning. 

“Well,” 1 chirped, 
course, but it seems a rash act. Did you 
come to London just to revel with 
Glossop?” 

“No, I'm here to collect my new but- 
ler and take him home with me.” 

“New butler? What's become of Sep- 


But I'm not 
n London.” 


t's up to you, of 


He's gone.” 

T clicked the tongue. I was very fond 
of the major domo in question, having 
enjoyed many a port in his pantry, and 
this news saddened me. 

“No, really?” I said. “Too 
it he looked a little 
w him, Well, that's how it goes. All 
, often say 

“To Bognor Regis, for his holiday. 

I unclicked the tongue. 

“Oh, I sec. Odd how all these pillars 
of the home seem to be dashing a 
on toots these days, Jeeves 
holiday this morning. He's off to Herne 
Bay for the shrimping, and I don’t know 
what I'm going to do without him.” 

1 tell you what you're going ta do 
You're coming to Brinkley tomorrow 

The gloom which always envelops 
Bertram Woowter like a fog when Jeeves 
ig about to take his annual vacation 


bad. 1 
il when I 


lightened perceptibly. There are few 
things I find more agreeable than a so- 
journ at Aunt Dablia’s rural lair. Pic. 
turesque scenery, gravel in drain- 
‘age, company’s own water and, above 
I], the superb French chefing of her 
French chef Anatole, God's gift to the 
gastric juices. A full hand, as you might 


put it. 
“What an admirable suggestion,” 1 
said. “Got anybody else staying at the 


“Five?” [resumed my tongue-clicking. 
“Golly! Uncle Tom must be frothing at 
the mouth a bit," 1 said, for I knew the 
old goat's distaste for guests in the home. 
Even a single weekender is sometimes 
enough to make him drain the bitter 
cup. 

Tom's not there. He’s gone to Har- 
rogate with Crean 

“You mean lumbago.” 

“1 don’t mean lumbago. I mean 
Cc Homer Cream. Big American 
tycoon, who is visiting these shores. He 
suffers from ulcers, and his medicine 
man has ordered him to take the waters 
al Harrogate. Tom has gone with him 
to hold his hand and listen to him of au 
evening while he tells him how filthy 
the stuff tastes. He’s in the middle of a 
very important business deal with 
Cream. If it goes through, hell make a 
packet free of income tax. So he's suck- 

wz up to him like a Hollywood yes niin. 
‘That is why, when kissing me goodbye, 
he urged me with tears in his eyes to 
tush Mrs. Cream and her son Willie up 
and treat them like royalty. $0 they're 
at Brinkley, dug into the woodwork. 

“Willie, did you say?” 

“Short for Wilbert.” 

1 mused. Willie Cream. 
seemed fami somehow, I seemed to 
have heard it or seen it in the papers 
somewhere, But it eluded me. 

Adela Cream writes mystery stories. 
Are you a fan of hers? No? Well, start 
boning up on them directly you arrive, 
because every little helps. 

“1 shall be delighted to run an eye 
over her material,” I 1. "We have 
established, then, that among the 
es are this Mrs. Gream and her son 
Wilbert. Who are the other three?” 

“Well, there’s Lady Wickham's daugh- 
ter Roberta.” 

T started violently, 
hand had goosed me. 


am. 


The name 


if some unseen 


“What! Bobbie Wickham? Oh, my 
gosh! 

“Why the agituion? Do you know 
her?” 


“You bet I know hei 


“T begin to see. Is she one of the gag- 
gle of girls you've becn engaged to?” 
Not actually, no. We were never en- 
paged, But that was merely because she 
wouldn't meet me halfway. 
Turned you down, did shei 
Yes, thank goodness.” 
Why thank goodness? She's a one-girl 
uty chorus.” 

“She doesn’t try the eyes, J agree. But 
what price the soul?” 

Isn't her soul like mother ma 

“Far from it. Much below par. What 
I could tell you . .. But no, let 

Aunt Dahlia, describing this young 
blister as a one-girl beauty chorus, had 
called her shots perfectly correctly. Her 
outer crust was indeed of a nature to 
cause those beholding it to rock back 
on their heels with a startled whistle. 
But while equipped with eyes like w 
stars, hair ruddier than the cherry, 
oomph, espiéglerie and all the fixings, 
B. Wickham had also the dispos 
and general outlook on life of a ticking 
bomb, In her society you always had the 
uneasy feeling that something was likely 
to go off at any moment with a pop. 
You never knew what she was going to 
do next or into what murky depths of 
soup she would carelessly plunge you. 

I was tottcring under this blow, when 
the old relative administered another, 
and it was a haymaker- 

“And there’s Aubrey Upjohn and his 
stepdaughter Phyllis Mills,” she said. 
“That's the lot. What's the matter with 
you? Got asthma?" 

1 took her to be alluding to the sharp 
p which had escaped my lips, and 1 
must confess that it had come out not 
unlike the last words of a dying dud 

“Aubrey Upjohn 
mean my Aubrey Upjohn? 
“That's the one. Soon after you made 


‘You 


HOW RIGHT YOU ARE, JEEVES! 


your escape from his chain gang he mar- 
ried Jane Mills, a friend of mine with a 
colossal amount of money. She died, 
leaving a daughter. I'm the daughter's 
godmother. Upjohn’s retired now and 
going in for politics. The hot tip is that 
the boys in the back room are going to 
run him as the Conservative candidate 
in the Marker Snodsbury division at the 
next by-election. What a thrill it'll be 
for you, meeting him again. Or does the 
prospect scare you 

“Certainly not. We Woosters are in- 
trepid_ But what on earth did you invite 
him to Brinkley for: 

“ didn't. I only wanted Phyllis, but 
he came along, too.” 

“You should haye bunged him out.” 

“I needed him in my business. He's 
going to present the prizes at Market 
Snodsbury Grammar School. We've been 
caught short as usual, and somebody has 
got to make a speech on ideals and the 
great world outside to those blasted 
boys, so he fits in nicely. believe he's a 
very fine speaker. His only trouble is 
that he’s stymied unless he has his speech 
with him and can read it. Calls it re- 
ferring to his notes. Phyllis told me that. 
She types the stuff for him. 

“A thoroughly Tow trick.” 1 said 
severely. “Even 1, who have never soared 
above the Yeoman’s Wedding Song at a 
village concert, wouldn't have the crust 
to face my public unless I'd taken the 
trouble to memorize the words.” 

I would have spoken further, but at 
this point, after urging me to put a sock 
in it, and giving me a kindly word of 
warning not to step on any banana 
skins, she rang off. 

I came away from the telephone on 
what practically amounted to leaden 
feet. 1 don’t know if Kipper, when I 
rejoined him, noticed that my brow was 
sicklied o'er with the pale cast of 
thought, as I have heard Jeeves put it. 
Probably not, for he was tucking into 
toast and marmalade at the moment, 
but it 

“That was Aunt Dahlia, Kipper.” I 
said, reconstructing the telephone con- 
versation and ending with: “Who do 
you think will be staying at Brinkley 
with me? Aubrey Upjohn.” 

It was plain that 1 had shaken him 
His eyes widened, and an astonished 
piece of toast fell from his grasp. 

“Old Upjohn? You're kidding.” 

“No, he's there. Himself, not a pic 
ture.” 

“I see. I don’t wonder you're trem- 
y like a leaf.” 

Not like a leaf, exactly, but . . - yes, 
I think you might describe me as trem- 


bl 


bling. One remembers that fishy eye of 
his.” 

“And the wide, bare upper lip. It 
won't be pleasant having to gaze at those 
across the dinner table. Still, you'll like 


Phyllis.” 
“Do you know her?” 
“We met out in Switzerland last 


Christmas. Slap her on the back, will 
you, and give her my regards. Nice girl, 
though gooly. She never told me she was 
related to Upjohn.” 

“She would naturally keep a thi 
like that dark.” 

“Yes, one sees that. Just as one would 
have to keep it dark if one had 
been mixed up in any way with Palmer 
the poisoner. What ghastly garbage that 
was he used to fling at us when we were 
serving our sentence at Malvern House. 
Remember the sausages on Sunday? And 
the boiled mutton with caper sauce?” 

“And the margarine. Recalling this 
last, it’s going to be a strain having to sit 
and watch him getting outside pounds 
of best country butter. Oh. Jeeves,” I 
said, as he shimmered in to clear the 
table, “you never went to a preparatory 
school on the south coast of England, 
did you?" 

‘No. sir, I was privately educated.” 

“Ah, then you wouldn't understand. 
Mr. Herring and I were discussing our 
former prep school beak, Aubrey Up- 
john, M.A. He's staying at Brinkley, and 
I shall be going there tomorrow. Will 
you pack a few necessaries in a suitcase 
or so?” 

“Very good, sir.” 

“When are you leaving on your Herne 
Bay jaunt?” 

“T was thinking of taking a train this 
morning, sir, but if you would prefer 
that 1 remained till tomorrow ‘ 

“No, no, perfectly all right. Start as 


‘6 


soon as you like. What's the joke?” I 
asked, as the door closed behind him, for 
I observed that Kipper was chuckling 
softly. Not an easy thing to do, of course, 
when your mouth’s full of toast and mar- 
malade, but he was doing it. 

“J was thinking of Upjohn,” he said. 
“I envy you, Bertie. You have a won 
derful treat in store. You are going to 
be present at the breakfast table when 
Upjohn opens his copy of this week's 
Thursday Review and starts to skim 
through the pages devoted to comments 
on current literature. I should explain 
that among the books that recently ar- 
riyed at the office was a slim volume 
from his pen dealing with the Prepara- 
tory School and giving it an enthusiastic 
build-up. The formative years which we 
spent there, he said, were the happiest 
of our lives.’ 

“Gadzooks! 

“He little knew that his brain child 
would be given to one of the old lags of 
Malvern House to review. I'll tell you 
something, Bertie, that every young man 
ought to know. Never be a stinker, be- 
cause if you are, though you may flour- 
ish for a time like a green bay tree, 
sooner or latcr retribution will overtake 
you. I need scarcely tell you that I 
ripped the stuffing out of the beastly 
little brochure. The thought of those 
sausages on Sunday filled me with the 
righteous fury of a Juvenal.” 

“OF a who?" 

“Nobody you know. Before your time. 
I seemed inspired. Normally, I suppose, 
a book like that would yet me a line and 
a half in the Other Recent Publications 
column, but I gave it six hundred words 
of impassioned prose. How extraordi 
narily fortunate you are to be in a posi: 
tion to watch his face as he reads them.” 

“How do you know he'll read them?" 

“He's a subscriber. There was a letter 
from him on the correspondence page a 
week or two ago, in which he specifically 
stated that he had been one for years.” 

“Did you sign the thing?” 

“No. Ye Fd is not keen on underlings’ 
advertising their names.” 

“And it was really hot stuff?” 

“Red hot. So eye him closely at the 
breakfast table. Mark his reaction. I con: 
fidently expect the blush of shame and 
remorse to mantle his cheek.” 

Shorily afterward, Kipper popped off 
to resume the earning of the weekly en 
velope. He had been gone about 20 
minutes when Jeeves came in, bowler 
hat in hand, to say goodbye. A solemn 
moment, taxing our self-control to the 
utmost. However, we both kept the up. 
per lip stiff, and after we had kidded 


back and forth for a while he started to 
w. He had reached the door 


when it suddenly occurred to me that he 
might have inside information about 
this Wilbert Cream of whom Aunt 
Dahlia had spoken. 1 have gencrally 


found that he knows everything about 
cyeryone. I put the question to him. 
"Why yes. sir,” he replied. "References 
to the gentleman are frequent the 
tabloid newspapers of New: York. He is 


ck to me. 
He's what they call a rounder.” 
“Precisely. sir.” 
Yes, I've got him placed now, He's 
the fellow who likes to let off stink 
bombs in nightchabs. which rather falls 
under the head of carrying coals to New- 
castle, and seldom cashes a check at his 
bank without producing a gat and say- 
ing, ‘This is a stick-up. 
And... No, sir, I regret that it 
for the moment escaped my memory.’ 
“What has?” 
‘Some other little something, sir, that 
1 was told regarding Mr. Cream. Should 
I recall it, I will communicate with you.” 


“OF course! It all comes ba 


“Yes, do. One wants the complete 
picture. Oh, gosh! 
Sir? 


“Nothing, Jeeves, Just a thought has 
floated into my mind. All right, push 
off. or you'll miss your train. Good Tuck 
to your shrimping net.” 

And I'll tell you what the thought was 
that had floated, 1 have already ind 
cated my qualms at the prospect of being 
cooped up in the same house with Bob- 
bie Wickham and Aubrey Upjohn, for 
who could tell what the harvest: might 
be? If in addition to these two heavies I 
also to be check by jowl with a New 
York rounder apparently afflicted with 
bats in the belfry, it began to look as if 
this visit would prove too much for 
Bertram’s frail swength, and for an in- 
stant I toyed with the idea of sending a 
telegram of regret and oiling out. Then 
I remembered Anatole's cooking and 
was strong again, Nobody who has once 
tasted them would wantonly deprive 
himself of that wizard’s smoked offerings. 
Whatever spiritual agonies | might be 
about to undergo at Brinkley Court, 
Market Snodsbury, near Droitwich, resi- 
dence there would at least put me seve! 
suprémes de fote gras au champagne 
ind mignoneltes de poulet petit duc 
ahead of the game. Nevertheless, it 
would be pakering with the truth to 
say that 1 was at my ease ay T thought of 
what lay before me in darkest Worces. 
tershire, and the hand that Jit the after- 


breakfast gayper shook quite a bit 

At this moment of nervous tension 
the telephone suddenly gave tongue 
again, causing me to skip like the high 
hills, as if the Last Trump had sounded. 
1 went to the instrument all of a twitter. 

Some species of butler appeared to be 
at the other end. 

“Mr. Wooster?” 

“On the spot. 

“Good morning, sir. Her ladysh 

wishes to speak to you. Lady Wickham, 
. Here is Mr. Wooster, m'lady.” 
And Bobbie's mother cime on the air. 
I should have mentioned, by the way, 
that during the aboye exchange of ideas 
with the buder I had been aware of a 
distant sound of sobbing, like back. 
ground music, and it now became ap- 
parent tha was from the larynx of 
the relect of the late Sir Cuthbert that 
it was proceeding. Yhere was a short 
intermission before she got the vocal 
cords working, and while I waiting 
for her to start the dialog I found my- 
self wrestling with wo problems that 
presented themselves —the first, What 
on earth is th ng me up 
for? — the second, Having got the num- 
ber, why does she sob? 

“Mr. Wooster?” 

‘Oh, hullo, Lady Wickham.” 

“Are you there?” 

I put her straight on this point, and 
she took time out to sob again. She then 
spoke in a hoarse, throaty voice, like 
Hulah Bankhead after swallowing a 


Before I could speak there was a dull 
thud suggestive of some solid body fall- 
ing to earth, I knew not where, and 
when the dialog was resumed, I found 
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that the butler had put himself on as an 
understudy. 

Mr. Wooster?” 

‘Suill here. 
“I regret to say that her ladyship has 
nted.” 

Tew: 


she I heard going bumy 

“Precisely, sir. Thank you very much, 
sir, Goodbye,” 

It seemed to me that the thing to do 
here was to get hold of a Times and see 
what it had to offer in the way of en- 
lightenment. It’s 2 paper I don’t ofte 
look at, preferring for breakfast reading 
the Mirror and the Mail, but Jeeves 
takes it in and T have occasionally bor- 
rowed his copy with a view to having a 
shot at the crossword purzle. It struck 
me as a possibility that he might have 
left today’s issue in the kitchen, and so 
it proved. I came back with it, lowered 
myself into a chair, lit another cigarette 
and proceeded io cast an eye on its 
contents. At a cursory glance what might 
he called swoon material appeared to 
be totally absent from its colurnns. 

Te was just after I had run the eye 
down the Births and Marriages that I 
happened to look at the Engagements, 
and a moment later I was shooting out 
of my chair as if a spike had come 
through its cushioned seat and pene- 
trated the fleshy parts. 

“Jeeves!” I yelled, and then remem- 
bered that he had ong since gone with 
the wind. The best 1 could do, tackling 
solo, was to bury the face in the hands. 
And though I seem to hear my public 
tu 


tutting in disapproval of such neu- 
rotic behavior, I think the verdict of 
history will be that the paragraph on 
which my gaze had rested was more 
than enough to excuse a spot of face- 
burying. 

Te rar 


follows: 
FORTHCOMING MARRIAGES 

The engagement is announced be- 
tween Kertram Wilberforce Wooster of 
Berkeley Mansions, W.L, and Roberta, 
daughter of the late Sir Cuthbert Wick- 
ham and Lady Wickham of Skeldings 
Hall, Herts. 


Well, as I was saying, I had several 
times when under the infuence of her 
comph taken up with Roberta Wickham 
the idea of such a merger, but —and 
here is the point I would stress—I 
could have sworn that on each occasion 
she had declined to cooperate, and that 
in a manner which left no room for 
doubt regarding her views. I mean to 
say, when a girly offered a good man's 
heart, laughs like a bursting paper bag 
and tells him not to be a silly ass, the 
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good man is entitled, I think, to assume 
that the whole thing is off. In the 
of this announcement in the Times I 
could only suppose that on one of these 
occasions, unnoticed by me possibly be- 
cause my attention had wandered, she 
must have drooped her eyes and come 
through with a murmured “Right ho.” 
Though when this could haye happened, 
I hadn't the foggiest. 

Ti was, accordingly vou will readily 
gine, a Bertram Wooster with dark 
areles under his eyes and a brain threat- 
ening to come apart at the seams who 
arrived the following afternoon at the 
front door of Brinkley Court —a Ber- 
tram, in a word, who was asking him- 
self what the dickens all this was about. 
Nonplussed more or less sums it up. It 
seemed to me that my first move mu: 
be to get hold of my fiancée 


ind see if 


she had anything to contribute in the 
way of clarifying the situation 
As is generally the count 


houses on a fine day, there seemed to be 
nobody around. In duc season the 4 
would assemble for tea on the lawn, bu 
at the moment I could spot no friendly 
to tell me where 1 might find 
I proceeded, therefore, to roam 
hither and thither about the gr 
and messuages in the hope of locating 
her, wishing that I had a couple of 
bloodhounds to aid me in my task, for 
the Travers demesne 
and there was a considerable 
sunshine above, though none, | 
ely meni 1 ny heart. 
tooling along a mossy path 
with the brow a bit wet with honest 
sweat, when there cime to my ears the 
ble sound of somebody read 
to someone, and the next 
nt I found myself confront 


necd 


unm 

ing poeuy 

mom 

mi 

beneath 

as a le: 
They had scarcely swum 


<l uwosome who had dropped anchor 
known 


a shady tree in what i 


fy glade 


billy-o. This was due to the barking of 
a small dachshund, who now advanced 
on me with the apparent intention of 
seeing the color of my insides. Milder 
cls, however, prevailed, and on 

at journey’s end he merely rose 
like a rocket and licked me on the ch 
seeming to convey the impression that 
in Bertram Wooster he had found just 
what the doctor ordered, I have noticed 
before in dogs this tendency to form a 
beautiful friendship immediately on gee 
ting within snifing distance of me. Some- 
thing to do. no doubt, with the charac. 
teristic Wooster smell, which for some 
reason scems to speak to their deeps. 
I tickled him behind the right ear and 
scratched the base of his spine for a 
or two: then, these civ 
conduded, switched my attention to the 
poctry group. ‘ 

It was the male half of the sketch who 


moment ities 


had been doing the reading, a willowy 
bird of about the tonnage and general 
aspect of David Niven with ginger h. 
and a small mustache. As he was u 
questionably not Aubrey Upjohn, 1 as- 
sumed that this must be Willie Cream, 
and it surprised me a bit to find him 
dishing out verse. 

His compat well-stacked 
young featherweight, who could be none 
other than the Phyllis Mills of whom 
Kipper had spoken. Nice but gooly, 
Kipper had said, and ice told m 
that he was right. One learns, as one 
goes through life, to spot gooliness in the 
other sex with an ng eye, and 
this exhibit had a sort of mild, Soul’ 
Awakening kind of expression. Her 
whole aspect was that of a gir] who at 
the drop of a hat would stare wlking 
baby talk. 

This she now proceeded to do, asking 
me if 1 didn't think that Poppet, the 
dachshund, was a sweet litte doggy 
I assented rather austerely, for 1 preler 
the shorter form more generally uscd, 
and she said she supposed 1 was Mrs. 
‘Travers’ nephew Bertie Wooster, which, 
as we know, was substantially the case. 

“I heard you were expected tod 
I'm Phyllis Mills," she said, and 1 said 1 
had divined as much Kipper 
had told me to slap her on the back and 
ve her his best, and she said, “Oh, 
Reggie Herring? He's a sweetie-pie and 
not the worst of them, so said, 
“Yes, he’s a Tambkin.” 

This duolog had, of course, left Wil- 
bert Cream a bit out of it, just painted 
‘on the backdrop as you might say, and 
moments, knitting his brow, 
his mustache, shuflling the 
lowing the limbs to uvitch, 
he had been giving abundant evidence 
that in his opiv crowd. 
Taking advantage of a lull in the con- 
ation, he said: 

Are you looking for someone?” 

I replied that I was looking for Bobbie 
Wickham. 

“Vd go on looking, if 1 were you. 
Bound to find her somewhere.” 

“Bobbie?” said Phyllis Mills 
down at the Take, fishing 

“Then what you do 
m, br 


Heowas a 


unert 


“She's 


said Wilbert 
follow this path, 
bend right. sharp left, bend right ag 
nd there you are. You can’t miss. Start 
at once, is my advice.” As I receded, I 
could hear in the rear the poetry br 
Wg out again. The lake at Brinkley calls 
elf a lake, but when all the revurns 
are lly more at sort of young 
pond. Big enough to mess about on in 
a punt, though, and for the use of those 
hi 


ake 


stage attached to it. On this, rod in | 
Bobbie was seated, and it was with me 
the work of 4 ce up and 
breathe down the back of her neck. 


"Hey!" I said. 
“Hey to you with knobs on,” she 
. "Oh, hullo, Bertie. You here?’ 
never spoke a truer word. If 
you can spare me a moment of your 
valuable time, young Robert: 


“Half a second, 1 think I've got a 
bite. No, false alarm. What were you 
saying?” 

“T owas 5: ) 


“Oh, by the way. 
this morning. 

d from her yesterd: 
kind of expecting you would 
You saw chat thing in the Times? 

“With the naked eye. 

“Puzzled you for a moment. perhaps?” 

“For several moments.” 

“Well. V1 tell you all about th 
idea came to me in a flash.” 

“You mean it was you who shoved 
that communiqué in the journal? 

"OF course.” 

“Why?” I said, getting right down to 
it in my direct way. I thought I had her 
re, but no. 

“Twas paving the way for Rege’ 

I passed a hand over my fevered 
brow. “Something seems to have gone 
wrong with my usually keen hearing,” 
“It sounds just as if you were 
ing the way for Reg- 


Theard from Mother 


The 


te 


“Twas. I was making his path straight. 
Softening up Mother on his behalf. T'll 
put it in words of one syllable for you. 
I love Reg: Reggie loves a 

Reggie, of couse, is two ¢ 
T let it go. “Reggie who?” 

“Reggie Herring. 

T was amazed. “You me 


bles, but 


an old Kip- 


“T wish you would 

“T always ha 
you love hi 
ne 


Kipper. 
ve. But how do you mean 
mand he loves you? You've 
met hin 
“Of course I've met him. Masses of 
times. Why. we were in the 
in Switzerland last. Christn 
him to ski.” she said, a dreamy look com: 
ing into her wwin-star-alikes. “I sh 
never forget the day I helped 1 
scramble himself after he had taken i 
toss on the beginners’ slope. He had 
both legs wrapped round his neck. | 
think that is when loved dawned. My 
heart melted as 1 sorted him out.” 
“You didn't laugh?" 
“OF course I didn’t laugh. 1 was all 
sympathy and understanding.” 
For the first time the thing bey 
scem plausible to me. Bobbie is 
loving girl, and the memory 
action when in the garden 
I had once stepped on the te a 
rake and had the handle jump up and 
hit me on the tip of the nose was still 
laid away souvel 
been convulsed with mirth. I. then, she 
had refrained from guffawing when cou 
(continued on page 44) 
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a look at the current jazz 
scene and the winners of the 
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WHEN THE Russians hit the 
moon late in 1959, a cat at the 
Associated Booking Corpora- 
tion (jazzdom’s top talent 
agency) remarked: “So don’t 
worry, baby, maybe we're fi- 
nally going to find a new 
place to book Louis Arm- 
strong.” 

Jazz horizons did broaden 
in 1959. America’s animated 
music made it to Moscow and 
other far-out locales; drew 
nearly 70,000 fans to the 
Playboy Jazz Festival in Chi 
cago, the biggest jazz bash in 
history; bolstered television’s 
private-eye shows; brightened 
Hollywood films; and sup- 
ported old and new person- 
alities in the record industry. 

PLAYBOY'S jazz weekend in 
August was easily the most 
spectacular scene of the year. 
The reviews were raves. The 
participating musicians were 
enthusiastic about the smooth 
production, complete with 
revolving stage. To wail at 
the session, Ella Fitzgerald 
flew in by jet direct from a 
royal command performance 
before Prince Rainier and 
Princess Grace in Monaco. 
The entire two-matinee, three- 
evening soiree at the Chicago 
Stadium proved that the right 
performers and presentation 
can assure big big-city success 
for a jazz festival. 

The Playboy Festival was 
just one of many significant 
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events. Pianist Dwike Mit. 
chell and bassist Willie Ruff 
perpetrated a coup the Rus- 
sians won't forget. They 
studied Russian for months, 
then arranged to join a Yale 
choral group on a Russian 
tour. Once inside the staid 
Tchaikovsky Conservatory in 
Moscow, the duo presented 
an impromptu concert. The 
audience flipped and, just as 
Mitchell and Ruff had antici- 
pated, the concert became an 
international sensation cov- 
ered by every wire service. 
Other jazzmen rambled, 
too. Jack Teagarden reported 
on his six-hour jam session 
with the King of Thailand: 
“He's a good clarinet player 
and he said to me, “Tell your 
friend Eisenhower that you're 
the finest thing he’s ever sent 
us.’" Oscar Pettiford lugged 
his bass to Copenhagen, to 
work with year-long Danish 
resident Stan Getz. Sonny 
Rollins and Horace Silver 
performed at the San Remo, 
Italy, jazz festival. Lambert, 
Hendricks and Ross winged 
over the Atlantic just for a 
one-nighter at Royal Festival 
Hall in London. Woody Her- 
man toured England with his 
new big band. Helen Merrill 
crooned in Cannes while 
Dinah Washington belted 
blues in Stockholm. Pianist- 
teacher John Mehegan ap- 
peared in concert-and-lecture 
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evenings in South Africa, 
Sponsored by the Jazz Appre- 
ciation Society of Johannes- 
burg. Ella Fitzgerald com- 
peted with Iron Curtain en- 
tertainers at the World Youth 
Festival in Vienna. Benny 
Goodman led his tentette (in- 
cluding Red Norvo) and sing- 
er Anita O'Day to Europe, 
Norman Granz put Jazz at the 
Philharmonic, Duke Elling- 
ton and Kid Ory on the Euro- 
pean road. And Tony Scott, 
after recording the score of 
Gypsy, announced that he 
was going to behave like one; 
he wandered off, ready for 
action, on a two-year trip to 
everywhere. 

Foreign jazzmen__recipro- 
cated. Johnny Dankworth’s 
British band performed at 
Birdland and at the Newport 
Festival, too. Sweden's top 
clarinetist Putte Wickinan 
paid us a visit and recorded 
here. Chris Barber, current 
rage of British traditionalists, 
hopped over to pick up a 
couple of new Pontiacs, a gold 
vecord award for the million 
sales here of his Petite Fleur, 
and a batch of East Coast 
concert gigs. Several visitors 
suffered from underexposure. 
The superior Vic Lewis band, 
from England, was buried in 
a tour of Army camps. Simi- 
larly, the British cartoonist- 
Etonian - author - trumpeter 
Humphrey Lyttleton toured 
at the bottom of a bill sent 
on the road briefly under 
Newport Festival auspices. 
The same fate, on the same 
tour, befell British baritone 
man Ronnie Ross’ top-notch 
quartet. 

Lack of exposure certainly 
wasn’t the problem as far as 
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jazz festival participants were concerned. 
The festival scene continued to expand, 
with rtaynoy’s spree breaking all at- 
tendance and box office records. New- 
port spread out in several directions. 
The four-day picnic itself was the big- 
gest and best Rhode Island rendezvous 
ever. Once Freebody Park was cleared, 
the Newport bigwigs announced two 
tours—one domestic (with Tristano, 
Monk, Shearing’s brass and others), and 
one foreign (including Dizzy, Buck 
Clayton, and Brubeck’s quartet). 

The second annual Monterey musi- 
cale, under John Lewis’ guidance, found 
audience, critics and musicians unani- 
mous in praise. One new and worth- 
while wrinkle: the commissioning of 
compositions for performance by a festi- 
val orchestra conducted by Woody 
Herman and Gunther Schuller. 

In Detroit, Ed Sarkesian’s initial 
American Jazz Festival showed a profit 
the first time around. The second 
French Lick fiesta, sponsored by the 
Newport forces and the Sheraton Hotel 
chain, surpassed its 1958 success; the 
same cooperative sponsorship had less 
success in Boston, however, and a festi- 
val flop in Toronto, which dropped 
$35,000 in four days of poorly populated 
performances, and prompted rumors 
that the Sheraton chain might be recon- 
sidering its involvement, Philadelphia 
held a jazz festival in its ball park that 
was an artistic success, but a commercial 
failure; Randalls Island offered less 
artistically; but was very big at the box 
office. 

Jazz grappled with television in 1959, 
and pushed its way into Hollywood and 
Broadway, too. The crime-plus-jazz 
television show brought added pros- 
to a solid clique of West Coast 
jazzmen. After the success of Peter Gunn 
on video screens and bestselling LPs 
across the country, a couple of dozen 
new private eyes looked to jazz for their 
themes and background music. Some of 
the murder and music TV fare, like 
Pete Kelly's Blues, was a waste of video- 
tape; others, like M1 Squad, with a Count 
Basie theme performed by Benny Car- 
ter's studio band, stood up both musi- 
cally and dramatically. Pete Rugolo sup- 
plied the sounds for Richard Diamond; 
Shelly Manne did the same for Johnny 
Staccato. 

The rest of the jazz-on-EV picture 
was less pleasant. The Timex series 
stopped ticking in the face of mixed re- 
views and so-so ratings. The Bobby 
Troup Stars of Jazz show, which had 
gone from local Hollywood to ABC net- 
work status, folded after a futile sponsor 
search. Art Ford’s Jazz Party called it a 
day, too, after nine months on New 
York’s Channel 13. The only important 
regular TV outlet for jazz at year's end 
was this magazine's nationally syndi- 
cated Playboy's Penthouse, originating 


in Chicago, with jazz names drawn from 
our list of poll winners, along with a 
variety of entertaining guests from the 
other six lively arts. 

Broadway audiences will get 2 full 
jazz orchestra this summer, under the 
direction of Quincy Jones, late of Basie- 
land and other swinging spots, with the 
Harold Arlen-Johnny Mercer blues 
opera Free and Easy starring Sammy 
Davis, Jr. Paving the way for this Jand- 
mark was the use of small jazz combos 
onstage in the off-Broadway production 
of The Connection and the on-Broad- 
way beatnik tale, The Nervous Sct. 
These productions didn’t win any 
awards — Nervous Set, in fact, survived 
just two weeks — but they prepared audi- 
ences for the coming of Quincy. 

One jazzman did win an award, how- 
ever, on the opposite coast. André Prey- 
in's Oscar, for his Gigi score, wasn’t 
based on his activities in the jazz world, 
but it may well have been a crashing-of- 
the-barrier for jazz-conscious orchestra- 
tors. And Previn wasn’t alone in his 
pioneering. Duke Ellington's score for 
Anatomy of a Murder so delighted pro- 
ducer Otto Preminger that he is re- 
ported dickering with Duke for a fol- 
low-up. John Lewis provided a striking 
score for the Harry Belafonte produc- 
tion, Odds Against Tomorrow. Gerry 
Mulligan acted and played in the film 
version of Jack Kerouac’s The Subter- 
raneans (the ubiquitous Previn sat in, 
too). Such contributions more than off- 
set the corny antics of The Five Pennies, 
the Red Nichols story transformed onto 
film in characteristic two-dimensional 
Hollywood biography fashion. 

European film makers asked for jazz 
and got it, too. Louis Armstrong ap- 
peared in one Danish and three German 
movies. In France, Miles Davis, The- 
Jonious Monk, Donald Byrd, and the 
Jazz Messengers wrote and recorded 
soundtrack music. 

On the academic side of jazz, more 
bustle prevailed. The first National 
Dance Band Camp, at Indiana Univer- 
Sity in Bloomington, brought together 
a happy faculty last July that included 
Stan Kenton, Shelly Manne, Laurindo 
Almeida, Russ Garcia and John La 
Porta. More than 150 students attended, 
inspiring Down Beat magazine to ex- 
pand a scholarship program that will 
enable more to study this summer. At 
Music Inn, in Lenox, Massachusetts, the 
international theme took over, with 
students moving in from all parts of the 
globe. Dizzy Sal, a 24-year-old pianist, 
made it to Lenox from Rangoon. And 
for those overseas buffs who couldn't 
scrape up the scratch for fare, Boston's 
Berklee School offered correspondence 
courses in jazz composition and improvi- 
sation. The John Dewey of jazz, music 
educator Marshall Brown, clicked again 
with his third annual maverick band 


yenture. This one, the Newport Youth 
Band, comprised 18 teenagers from the 
greater New York area. It fractured lis- 
teners at Carnegie Hall and at Newport. 
At least three of Brown's youngsters — 
trumpeter Harry Hall, alto saxist Andy 
Marsala and trombonist Benny Jacobs- 
El—are likely candidates for 1965 
Playboy Poll listings. 

Recording studios were busy places 
again in 1959. In a business that claims 
a million sales for any disc that actually 
hits 300,000, it’s tough to get any legit 
figures, and we are indebted to Bill- 
board, the music trade weekly, for cull- 
ing facts from its Audition supplement 
to come up with the following list of 
the 10 best-selling jazz LPs of the year: 

1. Henry Mancini: Peter Gunn (RCA 
Victor 1956); 2. Ahmad Jamal: Ahmad 
Jamal at the Pershing (Argo 628); 3. 
Henry Mancini: More Music From 
Peter Gunn (RCA Victor 2040); 4. 
Warren Barker: 77 Sunset Strip (Warner 
Brothers 1289); 5. Ahmad Jamal: Ahmad 
Jamal Trio, Vol. 4 (Argo 636); 6. Jonah 
Jones: Swingin’ on Broadway (Capitol 
968); 7. Gerry Mulligan: T Want to 
Live! (United Artists 4006); 8. Shelly 
Manne: My Fair Lady (Contemporary 
3527); 9. Count Basie: Basie (Roulette 
52008); 10. Jonah Jones: Muted Jazz 
(Capitol 889). 

Losses and discoveries were very much 
a part of the year. The casualties in- 
cluded Billie Holiday, victim of an or- 
deal that had police posted outside her 
hospital door (after our antiquated 
narcotics laws led to her arrest on her 
deathbed). Lester Young left as his 
legacy a saxophone sound surviving in 
other voices, other rooms. Gone, too, 
were such classic figures as Baby Dodds, 
Sidney Bechet, Omer Simeon, Shadow 
Wilson, Lawrence Marrero, and many 
lesser men. And there was one scare. 
‘The headlines shouted Louts ARMsTRONG 
HEART ATTACK as Satchmo, in a sickbed 
in Spoleto, Italy, prepared to defy the 
Cassandras. “I knew all along it wasn't 
no heart attack,” he boasted two weeks 
later when he blew against doctors’ or- 
ders in a surprise appearance at Lewi- 
sohn Stadium, “All I need is a new sup- 
ply of Swiss Kriss,” he bellowed. Less 
than a month after the alarm, he was 
back at work, spryly keeping up with 
those sassy bebop youngsters. 

The promising new stars included 
Charlie Byrd, a guitarist from Wash- 
ington, D.C., who proved via his un- 
amplified classical-style guitar solos that 
one doesn’t need AC to be current. 
Tenor saxist-composer Benny Golson, 
ex-Miles Davis pianist Bill Evans, and 
singer Frank D’Rone (a hit at the 
PLAYBOY fest as a sub for Bobby Darin) 
were others of prominence. The only 
new girls who struck us as jazz singers of 
promise were a 22-year-old, 5'9” beauty 
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from Stockholm, Monica Zetterlund, a 
soulful singer in the Christy tradition, 
and Nina Simone, a singer-pianist 
whose records and Playboy Festival ap- 
pearance inspired favorable reactions. 

At year’s end, it was time for musi- 
cians and public alike to cast their votes 
for the jazzmen they most enjoyed dur- 
ing the previous 12 months and thus 
choose the winners in the fourth annual 
Playboy Jazz Poll. In the special musi- 
cians’ poll introduced last year, all the 
previous year's winners were asked to 
vote for their own favorites in each 
category, introducing 2 group of jazz 
artists rightly called the All-Stars’ All- 
Stars into the winners’ circle. 

Playboy All-Stars Louis Armstrong, 
Chet Baker, Count Basie, Earl Bostic, 
Bob Brookmeyer, Ray Brown, Dave 
Brubeck, Ella Fitzgerald, the Four 
Freshmen, Stan Getz, Dizzy Gillespie, 
Jimmy Giuffre, Benny Goodman, Lionel 
Hampton, Coleman Hawkins, the Hi- 
Lo’s, Milt Jackson, J. J. Johnson, Stan 
Kenton, Bamey Kessel, Shelly Manne, 
Gerry Mulligan, Oscar Peterson, Sonny 
Rollins, Jack Teagarden and Kai Win- 
ding all cast their ballots for their own 
Particular year-end favorites and the 
results are of special interest compared 
with the readers’ choices. 

ALL-STARS’ ALLSTAR LEADER: 1. Duke 
Ellington; 2. Count Basie; $. Stan Kenton; 
4, Maynard Ferguson; 5. Gil Evans. The 
Duke and Count wound up in a photo- 
finish for first place in the All-Star musi- 
cians’ poll, with Edward Kennedy Ell- 
ington edging out Basie, who won last 
year, for the coveted sterling silver 
Playboy Jazz Medal. 

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR TRUMPET: 1. Dizzy 
Gillespie; 2. Miles Davis; 3. Art Farmer; 
4. Louis Armstrong; 5. Roy Eldridge. 
The remark made wistfully by John 
Gillespie when a young fan congratu- 
lated him on his magnificent blowing 
at the Playboy Festival — “Thanks, but 
I don’t seem to be winning any polls 
lately” — need not be repeated, for this 
year Diz finds himself the No. 1 choice 
of his fellow All-Stars, replacing Miles 
Davis in the top trumpet spot—a posi- 
tion Diz held with such regularity in the 
middle 1940s when he was first blowing 
a thing called bop. 

ALL-STARS’ ALLSTAR TROMBONE: 1. J. J. 
Johnson; 2. Bill Harris; 3. Bob Brook- 
meyer; 4. Kai Winding; 5. Jack Tea- 
garden. J. J. continues as everyone's 
favorite bone man and Bill Harris of 
the great Herman herd of the Forties, 
who has yet to win a chair in the read- 
ers’ Playboy AllStar Jazz Band, placed 
second. It's interesting to note the di- 
vergency of styles and origins among 
the musicians’ five favorite bone men — 
they're products of what might very 
loosely be called the Indiana, Philadel- 


phia, Kansas City, Danish modern and 
Texas traditional schools of trombone. 

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR ALTO SAX: 1, Paul 
Desmond; 2, Cannonball Adderley; 3. 
Sonny Stitt; 4. Lee Konitz; 5. Johnny 
Hodges. Desmond, of the Dave Brubeck 
Quartet, won out over Miles Davis’ 
Cannonball by the thinnest kind of 
whisker, followed by another neo-Park- 
erite, Sonny Stitt, cool-schocler Lee 
Konitz and conseryative melodist Johnny 
Hodges, of the Duke Ellington band, in 
fifth place. 

ALL-STARS’ ALLSTAR TENOR SAX: 1. Stan 
Getz; 2. Sonny Rollins; 3. Coleman Haw- 
kins; 4. John Coltrane; 5. Zoot Sims. 
Reversing their previous order, the All- 
Star musicians picked Danish resident 
Stan Getz over Sonny Rollins in the 
one-two spots and again traditional, 
modern and cool were all among the 
favored five. 

ALL-STARS’ ALLSTAR BARITONE SAX: 
Gerry Mulligen; 2. Harry Carney; 8. Pep- 
per Adams. Mulligan had no trouble 
holding onto the top baritone spot with 
both musicians and readers and after 
Harry Camey, in his 33rd year with 
Duke, and Pepper Adams, there weren't 
enough votes left over for a fourth and 
fifth place. 

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR CLARINET: 1. Buddy 
DeFranco; 2. Jimmy Giuffre; 8. Jimmy 
Hamilton; 4: Benny Goodman; 5. Pea- 
nuts Hucko. Buddy DeFranco, long re- 
spected by jazzmen as the undisputed 
master of his instrument, collected his 
first silver Jazz Medal by winning 
out over last year's All-Stars’ All-Star 
favorite, Jimmy Giuffre, and Duke's 
Jimmy Hamilton came in third, ahead 
of aging swing king Benny Goodman. 

ALL-STARS’ ALLSTAR PIANO: 1. Erroll 
Gorner; 2. Bill Evans; 3. Oscar Peterson; 
4. Daye Brubeck; 5. Hank Jones. Oscar 
Peterson, the favorite of fellow jazz 
artists last year, ceded his piano place to 
Enroll Garner, but upcoming Bill Evans 
very nearly took the play away from 
both of them and wound up in a strong 
second position. 

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR GUITAR: 1. Barney 
Kessel; 2. Jim Hall; 8. Kenny Burrell; 4. 
Freddie Green; 5. Tal Farlow. Barney 
repeated his double victory of last year 
on guitar, with Giuffre’s man Jim Hall 
in second and Tal Farlow still remem- 
bered even though he spent most of the 
year in voluntary retirement. 

ALLSTARS’ ALL-STAR BASS: 1. Ray Brown; 
2. Paul Chambers, Red Mitchell; 4. 
Oscar Pettiford; 5. Percy Heath. Ray 
retained for the fourth straight year his 
firm hold on first bass and Miles Davis’ 
group again manifested itself 2s Paul 
Chambers, his supple bass man, tied for 
second place with West Coaster Red 
Mitchell. Another expatriate, Oscar 


Pettiford, will be glad to see that the 
cats haven't forgotten him. 

ALLSTARS’ ALLSTAR DRUMS: 1, Shelly 
Manne; 2. Philly Joe Jones; $. Art Blakey; 
4. Buddy Rich; 5. Joe Morello, Max 
Roach. Shelly Manne’s year of Gunn- 
play kept him in the percussive front, 
but this year he won over Philly Joe 
Jones by a mere snare’s breadth. The 
Jazz Messengers’ chief dispatcher — Art 
Blakey — followed, then came crooner 
Buddy Rich (people just won't forget 
that he also plays drums), with Bru- 
beck’s dynamic Joe Morello and the 
youthful father of modern sounds, Max 
Roach, closing out the list in a tie for 
fifth, 

ALL-STARS’ ALLSTAR MISCELLANEOUS 
INSTRUMENT: 1, Milt Jeekson, vibes; 2. Don 
Elliott, ubes & mellophone, Victor Feld- 
man, vibes; 4. Frank Wess, flute; 5. 
Steye Lacy. soprano sax, Bud Shank, 
flute. Musicians and readers differed 
markedly in the miscellaneous instru- 
ment category. Lionel Hampton, the 
readers’ man for lo these past four years, 
was nowhere with the musicians; on the 
other hand, vibesandmellophone star 
Don Elliott and British vibist-pianist- 
drummer Victor Feldman (another Peter 
Gunn participant) did much better with 
musicians than with readers, tying for 
second place. 

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR MALE VOCALIST? 
1. Frank Sinatra; 2. Joe Williams; 8. Nat 
“King” Cole; 4. Ray Charles, Billy 
Eckstine and Andy Williams. Singers 
Johnny Mathis and Bobby Darin, so 
popular with the readers, seemed to cut 
no ice with the swingers themselves, 
though all agreed that Frank Sinatra 
was tops among male vocalists and gave 
Basie’s Joe Williams and Nat “King” 
Gole high marks, too. Ray Charles, Billy 
Eckstine and Andy Williams wound up 
in close harmony with a three-way tie 
for fourth-place honors. 

ALL-STARS’ ALI-STAR FFMALE VOCALIST: 
1, Ella Fitzgerald; 2. Sarah Vaughan; 3. 
Peggy Lee, Anita O'Day and Dinah 
Washington. Ella remains secure in first 
place on both musicians’ and readers’ 
lists of favorite female yocalists; Sarah 
took second with the All-Stars, and 
Peggy Lee, Anita O'Day and Dinah 
Washington split a three-way tie for 
third. Dakota Staton, Julie London and 
Keely Smith took no honors at all in 
the musicians’ poll. 

ALL-STARS’ ALLSTAR INSTRUMENTAL. 
COMBO: 1. Modern Jazz Quartet; 2. Miles 
Davis Sextet; 3. Dave Brubeck Quartet; 
4. Oscar Peterson Trio; 5. Louis Arm- 
strong All-Stars, Ahmad Jamal Trio. 
Last year no instrumental combo had a 
clear enough margin to establish itself 
as No, | among the All-Star musicians, 
but this time John Lewis and his MJQ 
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THE QRAY CONTINENTAL 
calls for block calf slip-ons 

with plain toe, by Nunn-Bush, 
$25.95. Abstract-pattern silk 

tie, by Patelle, $3.50. Willow- 
green round-collor shirt of 

zephyr madras by Hathaway, $6.95. 
Rhodium-plated oval cuff links by 
Pioneer, $2.50. Patterned Italian silk 
handkerchief, with hand-relled edges, 
by Ashear, $2.50. Cotton lisle knit 
hose, by Interwoven, $1. 

Slim cowhide belt leather- 
covered buckle, by Paris, $5. Low 
tapered crown felt hat with nar- 

row brim, narrow black band, 

by Disney, $11.50 
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round and the tab. Shirting should be selected in terms of the color and pattern relationship 
between the shirt and suit. The most expedient and always tasteful solution, of course, is the 
solid shirt (not only white) for the patterned suit, and the striped, checked or dotted patterns 
for the solid-color suit, 

Neckwear should be of slimly cut, rich fabrics. Silk, moire and satin are perfect; cotton prints 
or college stripes are not. If you've been in the traditional repp-stripe rut, here's your chance to 
check out the other important tie fabrics and patterns. There are Paisleys, jacquards, lush 
42 overall patterns in subdued hues and rich new solid tones of soft green, gold, brown and gray. 


THE BLACK CONTINENTAL 
requires a square-toe oxford in 
calf with center-buckle strap, b 
American Gentleman, $17. White 
pin dot on black silk tie, by 
Arrow, $2.50. Blue striped snap 
tab collar (needs no collar 

button) cotton shirt with French 
cuffs, by Manhattan, $5. Black onyx 
cuff links, 12k gold filled, by 
Swank, $12.50. Italian hand-rolled 
silk handkerchief, blue Paisley 

on black, by Handcraft, $2.50. 
One-size ribbed hose, by Phoenix, 


$1. Cowhide belt with red-leather X 
lining, by Hickok, $5. Low- , | 
crown soft derby, by lee, $13.50. 


Hogs 
Although the belt is hidden, don’t disregard its importance. Narrow leather belts in S 
polished or dull finishes are right; the fabric or rope belt, with novelty buckle, is out. ‘ 
Socks should be garter Iength; nothing chips the image more rapidly than bare leg v 


glaring between cuff and upper sock. Solids or simple clock designs are ideal; they won't 
detract from the total picture. Large patterns, brash colors and Argyles are all wrong. 

Shoes are formal. Plainly designed, they achieve dignity through the effective use of 
smooth leathers, rather than superfluous decoration. The feeling should be one of light- 
weight leather with a quality look. 
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fronted with the spectacle of Reginald 
Herring with both legs wrapped round 
his neck, her emotions must haye been 
very deeply involved. 

“Well, all right,” I said. “I accept 
your statement that you and Kipper are 
that way. But why, that being so, did 
you blazon it forth to the world, if bla- 
zoning forth is the expression I want, 
that you were engaged to me?” 

“I told you. It was to soften Mother 
up.” 

“Which sounded to me like delirium 
straight from the sickbed.” 

“You don’t get the subtle strategy?” 

“Not by seyeral parasangs.” 

“Well, you know how you stand with 
Mother.” 

“Our relations are a bit distant.” 

“She shudders at the mention of your 
name. So I thought if she thought I was 
going to marry you and then found I 
wasn't, she'd be so thankful for the 
merciful escape I'd had that she'd be 
ready to accept anyone as a son-in law, 
even someone like Reggie, who. though a 
wonder man, isn’t any too hot financially. 
Mother’s idea of a mate for me has al- 
ways been a well-to-do millionaire or a 
duke with a large private income. Now 
do you follow?” 

“Oh yes, I follow all right. You've 
been doing what Jeeves does, studying 
the psychology of the individual. But do 
you chink it'll work?” 

“Bound to. Let's take a parallel case. 
Suppose your Aunt Dahlia read in the 
paper one moming that you were going 
to be shot at sunrise.” 

“I couldn't be. I'm never up so early.” 

“But suppose she did? She'd be pretty 
worked up about it, wouldn’t she?” 

“She would, as they say, be as sore as 
a gumboil. But why? What's that got 
to do with it?” 

“Well, suppose she then found out it 
was all a mistake and it wasn’t you but 
somebody else who was to face the firing 
squad. That would make her happy, 
wouldn't it?” 

“One can picture her dancing all over 
the place on the tips of her toes.” 

“Exactly. She'd be so all over you that 
nothing you did would be wrong in her 
eyes. Whatever you wanted to do would 
be all right with her. Go to it, she 
would say. And that’s how Mother will 
feel when she learns that I'm not marry- 
ing you after all. She'll be so relieved.” 

I agreed that the relief would, of 
course, be stupendous. “But you'll be 
giving her the inside facts in a day or 
two?” I said, for I was anxious to have 
assurance on this point. A man with an 
engagement notice in the Times hanging 
over him cannot but feel uneasy. 

“Well, call it a week or two. No 
sense in rushing things.” 

“You want me to sink in?” 


30) 


“That’s the idea.” 

“And meanwhile what's the drill? Do 
I kiss you a good deal from time to 
time?” 

“No, you don't.” 

“Right ho. I just want to know where 
I stand.” 

“An occasional passionate glance will 
be ample.” 

“It shall be attended to. Well, I'm 
delighted about you and Kipper or, as 
you would prefer to say, Reggie. There’s 
nobody I'd rather see you center-aisle- 
ing with." 

“It’s very sporting of you to take it 
like this. 

“Don't give it a thought.” 

“I'm awfully fond of you, Bertie.” 

“Me, too, of you.” 

“But I can’t marry everybody, can I?” 

“I wouldn't even try. Well, now that 
we've got all that straight, 1 suppose 
I'd better be going and saying ‘Come 
aboard’ to Aunt Dahlia.” 

“What's the time?” 

“Close on five.” 

“I must run like a hare. I'm supposed 
to be presiding at the tea table.” 

“You? Why you?” 

“Your aunt's not here. She found a 
telegram when she got back yesterday 
saying that her son Bonzo was sick of a 
fever at his school, and dashed off to be 
with him. She asked me to deputy-host- 
ess for her till her return, but I shan’t 
be able to for the next few days. I’ve got 
to dash back to Mother. Ever since she 
saw that thing in the Times, she’s been 
wiring me every hour on the hour to 
come home for a round-table confer- 
ence. After you, Reggie will come to her 
like rare and refreshing fruit. She'll lay 
down the red carpet for him.” 

And with a brief “Whoopee!” she 
shot off in the direction of the house at 
40 or so mph. I followed more slowly, 
for she had given me much food for 
thought, and I was musing. 

Strange, I was feeling, this strong pro- 
Kipper sentiment in the Wickham 
bosom. I mean, consider the facts. What 
with that espiéglerie of hers, which was 
tops, she had been pretty extensively 
wooed in one quarter and another for 
years, and no business had resulted, so 
that it was generally assumed that only 
something extra special in the way of 
suitors would meet her specifications and 
that whoever eventually got his nose 
under the wire would be a king among 
men and pretty warm stuff. And she had 
gone and signed up with Kipper Her- 
ring. Mind you, I’m not saying a word 
against old Kipper. The salt of the 
earth. But nobody could haye called 
him a knockout in the way of looks. 
Having gone in a lot for boxing from 
his earliest years, he had a cauliflower 
ear and a nose which some hidden hand. 


had knocked slightly out of the straight. 
He would, in short, have been an unsafe 
entrant to have backed in a beauty con- 
test, even if the only other competitors 
had been Boris Karloff, King Kong and 
Oofy Prosser of the Drones. But then, 
of course, one had to remind oneself 
that looks aren’t everything. A cauli- 
flower ear can hide a heart of gold, as 
in Kipper's case it did, his being about 
as gold as they come. His brain, too, 
might have helped do the trick. You 
can't hold down an editorial post on an 
important London weekly paper with- 
out being fairly well fixed with the little 
gray cells, and girls admire that sort of 
thing. 

Still, the whole thing provided, as I 
say, food for thought, and I was in what 
is called a reverie as I made my way to 
the house, a reverie so profound that no 
turf accountant would have given any 
but the shortest odds against my sooner 
or later bumping into something. In 
actual fact it turned out to be Aubrey 
Upjohn. I came on him round a corner 
and rammed him squarely before 1 
could put the brakes on. I clutched him 
round the neck and he clutched me 
about the middle, and for some moments 
we tottered to and fro, linked in a close 
embrace. Then, the mists clearing from 
my cyes, I saw who it was that I had been 
treading the measure with. 

Seeing him steadily and seeing him 
whole, as I have heard Jeeves put it, I 
was immediately struck by the change 
that had taken place in his appearance 
since those get-togethers in his study at 
Malvern House, Bramley-on-Sea, when 
with a sinking heart I had watched him 
reach for the whangee and start limber- 
ing up the shoulder muscles with a few 
trial swings. At that period of our ac 
quaintance he had been an upstanding 
old gentleman about eight feet six in 
height with burning eyes, foam-ilecked 
lips and flame coming out of both nos 
trils. He had now shrunk to a modest 
five foot seven or thereabouts, and I 
could have felled him with a single blow. 
Not that I did, of course. But I regarded 
him without a trace of the old uepida- 
tion. It seemed incredible that I could 
ever have considered this human shrimp 
a danger to pedestrians and traffic. 

I think this was partly due to the fact 
that at some point in the 15 years since 
our last meeting he had grown a mus- 
tache. In the Malvern House epoch 
what had always struck a chill into the 
plastic mind had been his wide, bare 
upper lip, a most unpleasant spectacle 
to behold, especially when twitching. I 
wouldn’t say the mustache softened his 
face, but being of the walrus or soup- 
strainer type it hid some of it, which 
was all to the good. The upshot was that 
instead of quailing, as I had expected 
to do when we met, I was suave and 
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‘THE COMMERCIAL’ By SILVERSTEIN 


\ 
F gE SOCIABLE c& KEEP UP TO DATE WITH PEPS/. .. 


BE SOCINBLE... 
x HAVE A RePSy / ” 


PLAYBOY 


SEEVES (continued from poge 44) 


debonair, possibly a little too much so. 

“Oh, hullo, Upjohn!” I said. “Yoo- 
hool” 

“Who you?" he responded, making it 
sound like a reverse echo, 

“Wooster is the name.” 

“Oh, Wooster?” he said, as if he had 
been hoping it would be something else, 
and one could understand his feelings, 
of course. No doubt he, like me, had 
been buoying himself up for years with 
the thought that we should never meet 
again and that, whatever brickbats life 
might have in store for him, he had at 
least got Bertram out of his system. A 
nasty jar it must have been for the poor 
bloke having me suddenly pop up from 
a trap like this. 

“Long time since we met,” I said. 

“Yes,” he agreed in a hollow voice, 
and it was so plain that he was wishing 
it had been longer that conversation 
flagged, and there wasn't much in the 
way of feasts of reason and flows of soul 
as we covered the hundred yards to the 
lawn where the tea table awaited us. I 
think I may have said “Nice day, what?” 
and he may have grunted, but nothing 
more. 

Only Bobbie was present when we 
arrived at the trough. Wilbert and 
Phyllis were presumably still in the leafy 
glade, and Mrs. Cream, Bobbie said, 
worked in her room every afternoon on 
her new spinefreezer and seldom 
knocked off for a cuppa. We seated our- 
selves and had just started sipping, when 
the butler came out of the house bearing 
a bowl of fruit and hove to beside the 
table with it. Well, when I say “butler,” 
I use the term loosely. He was dressed 
like a butler and he behaved like a 
butler, but in the deepest and truest 
sense of the word he was not a butler. 

Reading from left to right, he was 
Sir Roderick Glossop. 

At the Drones Club and other places I 
am accustomed to frequent you will often 
hear comment on Bertram Wooster's 
self-control or sang-froid, as it's some- 
times called, and it is generally agreed 
that this is considerable. But it is pos- 
sible to find a chink in my armor, and 
this can be done by suddenly springing 
eminent loony-doctors on me in the 
guise of butlers. 

I could not have been mistaken in 
supposing that it was Sir Roderick Glos 
sop who, having delivered the fruit, was 
now ambling back to the house. There 
could not be two men with that vast 
bald head and those bushy eyebrows, 
and it would be deceiving the customers 
to say that I remained unshaken. The 
effect the apparition had on me was to 
make me start violently, and we all 
know what happens when you start vio- 
lently while holding a full cup of tea. 


The contents of mine flew through the 
air and came to rest on the trousers of 
Aubrey Upjohn, M.A., moistening them 
to no little extent. Indeed, it would 
scarcely be distorting the facts to say 
that he was now not so much wearing 
trousers as wearing tea. 

I could see the unfortunate man felt 
his position deeply. In the look he now 
shot at me I seemed to read a hundred 
unspoken expletives. “I see you have 
not changed since you were with me at 
Malvern House,” he said at last in an 
extremely nasty voice, dabbing at the 
trousers with a handkerchief. “Bungling 
Wooster we used to call him,” he went 
on, addressing his remarks to Bobbie 
and evidently uying to enlist her sym- 
pathy. “He could not perform the sim- 
plest action without spreading ruin and 
disaster on all sides. 

“Frightfully sorry,” I said. 

“Too late to be sorry now. A new 
pair of trousers ruined. It is doubtful 
if anything can remove the stain of tea 
from white flannel. Still, one must hope 
for the best.” 

Whether I was right or wrong at this 
point in patting him on the shoulder 
and saying “That's the spirit!” I find it 
difficult to decide. Wrong, probably, for 
it did not seem to soothe. He gave me 
another of those looks and strode off, 
smelling strongly of tea. 

“Shall I tell you something, Bertie?" 
said Bobbie, following him with a 
thoughtful eye. “That walking tour Up- 
john was going to invite you to take 
with him is off. You will get no Christ- 
mas present from him this year, and 
don’t expect him to come and tuck you 
up in bed tonight.” 

I upset the milk jug with an imperi- 
ous wave of the hand. 

“Never mind about Upjohn and 
Christmas presents and walking tours. 
What is Pop Glossop doing here as the 
butler?” 

“AhI I thought you might be going 
to ask that. It was his idea.” 

I eyed her sternly. Bertram Wooster 
has no objection to listening to drivel, 
but it must not be pure babble from the 
padded cell, as this appeared to be. “Are 
you asking me to believe that Sir Rod- 
erick Glossop got up one morning, gazed 
at himself in the mirror, thought he was 
looking a little pale and said to him- 
self, ‘I need a change, I think I'll ry 
being a butler for a while’?” 

“No, not that, but . . . I don't know 
where to begin.” 

“Begin at the beginning,” I said, and 
took a piece of cake in a marked man- 
ner. 

“T’d better begin,” she began, “by tell- 
ing you about Upjohn, because it all 
started through him. You see, he's egg- 
ing Phyllis on to marry Wilbert Cream. 


And when a man like that eggs, some- 
thing has to give, especially when the 
girl’s a pill like Phyllis, who always does 
what Daddy tells her. 

“No will of her own?” 

“Not a smidgen. To give you an 
instance, a couple of days ago he took 
her to Birmingham to see the repertory 
company’s performance of Chekhov's 
Seagull, because he thought it would be 
educational. I'd like to catch anyone 
trying to make me see Chekhov's Sea- 
gull, but Phyllis just bowed her head 
and said, ‘Yes, Daddy.’ Didn't even at- 
tempt to put up a fight. That'll show 
you how much of a will of her own she’s 
got. Your aunt's worried sick about it. 
She considers Wilbert a screwball.” 

“That being so, one can understand 
why she doesn’t want those wedding 
bells to ring out. But,” I said, putting 
my finger on the res in my unerring 
way, “that doesn't explain where Pop 
Glossop comes in.” 

"Yes, it does. She got him here to 
observe Wilbert.” 

I found myself fogged. “Cock an eye 
at him, you mean? Drink him in, as it 
were? What good’s that going to do?” 

She snorted impatiently. “Observe in 
the technical sense. You know how these 
brain specialists work. They watch the 
subject closely. They engage him in con- 
versation. They apply subtle tests. And 
sooner or later —” 

“I begin to see. Sooner or later he lets 
fall an incautious word to the effect 
that he thinks he's a poached egg, and 
then they've got him where they want 
him.” 


“Well, he does something which tips 
them off. Your aunt was moaning to me 
about the situation, and I suddenly had 
this inspiration. ‘Get Glossop here,’ I 
said, ‘and have him observe Wilbert 
Cream. Then you'll be in a position to 
go to Upjohn and pull the rug from 
under him.'” 

Again I was not abreast. There had 
been, as far as I could recollect, no men- 
tion of any rug. “How do you mean?” 

“Well, isn’t it obvious? ‘Rope in old 
|, ‘and let him observe. 
Then you'll be in a position,’ I said, ‘to 
go to Upjohn and tell him that Sir 
Roderick Glossop, the greatest alienist 
in England, is convinced that Wilbert 
Cream is round the bend and to ask 
him if he proposes to marry his step- 
daughter to a man who at any moment 
may be marched off and added to the 
membership list of Colney Hatch.’ Even 
Upjohn would shrink from doing 2 
thing like that. Or don’t you think so?” 

I weighed this. “Yes,” I said, “I should 
imagine you were right. Quite possibly 
Upjohn has human feelings, though I 
never noticed them when I was in statu 
pupillari, as 1 believe the expression is. 
One sees now why Glossop is at Brinkley 

(continued on page 50) 
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After Grove Press decided it was about time to 
ignore the U.S. Postal bluenoses and bring oui 
an unexpurgated edition of Lady Chatterley’s 
Lover, they were hounded by several other 
publishers (they called them “me-too” publishers) 
who, overtly or covertly, called Grove and each 
other purveyors of “fraudulent” and “full of 
errors” editions of the D, H. Lawrence novel. 
The dispute has been settled out of court, but 
the parties concerned are still distinctly cool 
toward each other. On top of all this, the French 
went and made a film version of the story, which 
has been criticized on many levels, censored in 
many American cities, and generally given as 
hard a time as the book on which it was based. 
We thought the time was ripe for some clearing- 
of-theair, which we'd like to do by publishing 
right here in these pages a representative chapter 
from Our Own Fraudulent Edition, with 


exclusive errors not obtainable in any other 
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fraudulent edition. 

In Lawrence's general works, one 
notices his bitterness at the encroach- 
ment of the industrial life of the na- 
tural state of things, and his preoccupa- 
tion with the return to the natural 
world of flowers, birds and bees and like 
that. For example, who can forget the 
scene from his short story, Once, in which 
the young German officer, standing over 
the breath-taking Anita in her flimsy 
crepe de Chine, prior to flinging away 
his trappings, flings from out his cape 
great bunches of roses over her reclin- 
ing figure, after which he flings himself. 
And they make natural love amongst 
the crushed roses. But this is The Kiddie 
Show compared to the spectacular Chap- 
ter XV of Lady Chatterley, where the 
Lady and the Gamckeeper culminate a 
series of energetic trysts amidst a far- 
rago of flood, lightning flash, flora and 
fauna. Here’s the way the chapter reads 
in our edition . , - 

They were in the hut and there was 
a thunderstorm. He put sticks on the 
fire and fetched more till they had a 
good crackling chimneyful of blaze. 
‘They sat on a log, side by side, each 
wrapped only in an Army blanket. The 
rippling running yellow flame made 
them both happy; warmed their faces 
and their souls, while the thunder 
crashed outside. It was like being in a 
little ark in the flood. 

“You seem to have such a lot behind 
you,” she said. 

He nodded. “Ah thow’t t’ wurra on’t 
as ’appen zh mun fend.” 

“Oh I do terribly,” she answered hesi- 
tating. He had a way of slipping back 
into the Derbyshire vernacular that an- 
noyed her, and she looked at him try- 
ing to get his meaning through the fog 
of dialect. 

“Monkind,” he continued, “all the 
lot, theer spunk air gone dead. Motor 
cars an cinemas an aeroplanes suck the 
last bit out o’ thim. Ah tell thee every 
generation breed’ a mun robbity genera- 
tion wi’ Indyer Roober t’abin fur goots 
on tin fees's.” 

She was thinking hard, yet listening 
to the storm. 

“Tin people,” he went on, “killing off 
the human thing. Money! Money! 
Money! Thee’re all alike, Tha warl’ air 
all alike: kill off tha human reality. 
Pay money money r’then tha'll take 
th’ spoonk aht o’ munkine’. An thysen’ 
dunna mun ta tae’ money thow't afore 
abaht money money money money!” 
He paused. “Money!” 

Connie was uneasy, and somehow she 
suspected he was really talking to him- 
self, not to her. The thunder had ceased 
outside, but the rain which had abated, 
suddenly came striking down. Despair 
seemed to come down on him com- 


pletely. She knew her leaving him, 
which he had only just realized inside 
himself, had plunged him into this 
mood. There fell a complete silence, 
and Connie was half listening and 
threading in the hair of his chest a few 
forgetmenots she had gathered on the 
way to the hut. 

“Kiss me,” she whispered: and now she 
felt the curious quiver of changing con- 
sciousness and relaxation going through 
his body. 

“Let's not live for money,” he said 
at last. “Let’s live for sammat else. Let’s 
not live ter make money neither for us- 
selves nor for anybody else. Let's drop 
the whole industrial life and go away: 
go back.” He reached to the table be- 
hind and took up her bunch of flowers 
and with quiet fingers, threaded a few 
forget-me-nots in her hair. Connie 
scooped up the remaining flowers. 

“Very well,” she said, “I will tell Lord 
Chatterley I must leave him, and you 
and I can go away. We can go to another 
country to Africa or Australia where we 
will live for other things than money. 
We will completely ignore money.” And 
she pushed a campion flower in his 
mustache where it dangled under his 
nose. 

He twisted around looking for more 
flowers. “Aye. And we will start a new 
life: a natural life without the curse of 
money and without the taint of money.” 

He scratched his chin. “Now all we 
need is some money.” 

The rain slacked and he got up sud- 
denly and went out down the path in 
the opposite direction from the riding. 
Connie watched his thin, white figure 
and it looked to her like a ghost, an ap- 
parition moving away from her. 

When she could see it no more, her 
heart sank. But he was coming back, 
trotting strangely and carrying flowers. 
He had brought columbines and cam- 
pions and new mown hay and oak tufts 
and honeysuckle in small bud. He fas- 
tened fluffy young oak sprays round her 
breasts, sticking in tufts of bluebells 
and campion. In her navel, he poised 
a pink campion flower and surrounded 
it with forgetmenots and woodruft. 
“That's you in all your glory,” he said. 
She watched with amusement his odd 
intentness and she pushed a single bell 
of hyacinth in his belly button and 
wedged two large carnations over his 
ears and wound strands of creeping 
jenny round and about his limbs. And 
he threw heaps of columbine in her lap 
and a garland of campion on her head 
and covered her out of sight with 
bunches of petunia, portulaca, verbena, 
and giant Burpee marigold. 

He was in a hurry now, and he im- 
petuously gathered everything in his 
arms flowers and all and pressed it all 
up against him madly, gathering in his 


arms the columbine, creeping jenny, 
campion, new mown hay, oak tufts, 
honeysuckle, petunia, portulaca, ver- 
bena, Burpee marigold, Vigoro, pruning 
shears, and a hairy groundspider. He 
groped wildly in the flowers. Where was 
Connie? 

She had been standing at the open 
door for some time looking at the rain 
which was now straight and heavy, like 
a steel curtain, and she had a sudden 
desire to rush out into it, to rush away. 
In the greenish light, she was ivory 
colored and her keen animal breasts 
tipped and stirred as she slipped on her 
rubber shoes and ran out with a wild 
little laugh holding up her breasts to the 
heavy rain and spreading her arms and 
running blurred in the rain with the 
eurythmic dance-movements she had 
learned so long ago in Dresden. It was a 
strange pallid figure lifting and falling, 
bending so the rain beat and glistened 
on the full haunches, swaying up again 
and coming belly forward through the 
rain then stooping again. running then 
slipping, ivory legs skidding, shooting 
forward and upward and the full but- 
tocks flopping splashing. 

It was too much. He jumped out 
naked and white with a little shiver 
into the hard slanting rain. Connie, her 
hair all wet and sticking to her head, 
turned her hot face and saw him. Her 
blue eyes blazed with excitement as she 
Tose and ran fast with a strange charging 
movement, out of the clearing and down 
the path, the wet boughs whipping her. 
She ran, and he saw nothing but the 
round wet head, the wet back leaning 
forward in flight, the rounded buttocks 
twinkling: a wonderful cowering female 
nakedness in flight. 

She was nearly at the wide riding 
when he came up. She gave a shriek, 
straightening in anticipation of his naked 
arm around her soft naked-wet middle. 
Here he would have her short and sharp 
like an animal, she thought as his foot- 
steps pounded up through the pouring 
rain: pounded up to and passed her and 
down the hill toward the brook. And his 
faint frantic voice came back to where 
she had halted confused. 

“Wash! Wash ye sen wi’ brown soap. 
‘Tha damned campion! It twa nae cam- 
pion a’tall! It were toxicodendron!” And 
as he paused an instant before he went 
windmilling over the river-bank out of 
sight, she saw nothing but his twinkling 
white buttocks laced with red bumps 
and welts. 

“Toxicodendron,” Connie mused. 
Now someone would have to carry all 
that poison ivy and the rest of that na- 
ture crap out of the hut, she thought, 
absent-mindedly scratching her buttocks. 
She was beginning to itch. 


“He's not the marrying kind —he’s already married.” 
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Court. What one doesn’t see is why one 
finds him buttling.” 

“I told you that was his idea. He 
thought he was such a celebrated figure 
that it would arouse Mrs. Cream’s sus- 
picions if he came here under his own 
name.” 

“I see what you mean. She would 
catch him observing Wilbert and won- 
der why —” 

“and eventually put two and two 
together —” 

“and start Hey-what'sthe-big-idea- 
ing.” 

exactly. No mother likes to find that 
her hostess has got a brain specialist 
down to observe the son who is the 
apple of her eye. It hurts her feelings.” 

“Whereas, if she catches the butler 
observing him, she merely says to her- 
self, ‘Ah, an observant butler.’ Very 
sensible. With this deal Uncle Tom's 
got on with Homer Cream, it would be 
fatal to risk giving her the pip in any 
way. What is this deal they've got on, 
by the way? Did Aunt Dablia tell you?” 

“Yes, but it didn't penetrate. It’s 
something to do with some land your 
uncle owns somewhere, and Mr. Cream 
is thinking of buying it and putting up 
hotels and things. It doesn’t matter, any- 
way. The fundamental thing, the thing 
to glue the eye on, is that the Cream 
contingent have to be kept sweetened 
at any cost. So not a word to a soul.” 

“Quite. Bertram Wooster is mot a 
babbler. No spiller of the beans he. But 
why are you so certain that Wilbert 
Cream is loopy? He doesn’t look loopy 
to me.” 

“Have you met him?” 

“Just for a moment. He was in a leafy 
glade, reading poetry to the Mills girl.” 

She took this big. “Reading poetry? 
To Phyllis?” 

“That's right. I thought it odd that a 
chap like him should be doing such 2 
thing. Limericks, yes. If he had been 
reciting limericks to her, I could have 
understood it. But this was stuff from 
one of those books they bind in limp 
purple leather and sell at Christmas. I 
wouldn’t care to swear to it, but it 
sounded to me extremely like Omar 
Khayyam.” 

She continued to take it big. “Break 
it up, Bertic, break it up! There’s not 
a moment to be lost. You must go and 
break it up immediately.” 

“Who, me? Why me?” 

“That's what you're here for. Didn't 
your aunt tell you? She wants you to 
follow Wilbert Cream and Phyllis about 
everywhere and sce that he doesn’t get 
a chance of proposing.” 

“You mean that I’m to be a sort of 
private eye or shamus, tailing them up? 
I don’t like it,” I said dubiously. 


“You don't have to like it,” said 
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Bobbie. “You just do i 

Wax in the hands of the other sex, as 
the expression is, I went and broke it 
up as directed, but not blithely. It is 
never pleasant for a man of sensibility 
to find himself regarded as a buttinski 
and a trailing arbutus, and it was thus, 
I could see, that Wilbert Cream was pen- 
ciling me in, At the moment of my 
arrival he had suspended the poetry 
reading and had taken Phyllis’ hand in 
his, evidently saying or about to say 
something of an intimate and tender 
Mature. Hearing my “What hol” he 
turned, hurriedly released the fin and 
directed at me a look very similar to the 
one I had recently received from Aubrey 
Upjohn. He muttered something under 
his breath about someone, whose name 
I did not catch, apparently having been 
paid to haunt the place. 

“Oh, it’s you again,” he said. 

Well, it was, of course. No argument 
about that. 

“Kind of at a loose end?” he said. 
“Why don’t you settle down somewhere 
with a good book?” 

L explained that I had just popped in 
to tell them that tea was now being 
served on the main lawn, and Phyllis 
squeaked a bit, as if agitated. 

“Oh, dearl” she said. “I must run. 
Daddy doesn’t like me to be late for tea. 
He says it’s not respectful to my elders.” 

I could see trembling on Wilbert 
Cream’s lips a suggestion as to where 
Daddy could stick himself and his views 
on respect to elders, but with a powerful 
effort he held it back. 

“I shall take Poppet for a walk,” he 
said, chirruping to the dachshund, who 
was sniffing at my legs, filling his lungs 
with the delicious Wooster bouquet. 

“No tea?” I said. 

“No.” 

“There are muffins.” 

“Tchah!” he ejaculated, if that’s the 
word, and strode off, followed by the 
low-slung dog, and it was borne in upon 
me that here was another source from 
which I could expect no present at 
Yuletide. 

When Phyllis and I reached the lawn, 
only Bobbie was at the tea table, and 
this surprised us both. 

“Where's Daddy?” Phyllis asked. 

“He suddenly decided to go to Lon- 
don,” said Bobbie. 

“Why?”* 

“He didn’t tell me.” 

“I must go and see him,” said Phyllis, 
and buzzed off. 

Bobbie scemed to be musing. “Do you 
know what I think, Bertie?’ 

“What?” 

“Well, when Upjohn came out just 
now, he was all of a doodah, and he had 
this week’s Thursday Review in his hand. 
Came by the afternoon post, I suppose. 


I think he had been reading Reggie's 
comment on his book.” 

“Oh, you know about that thing Kip- 
per wrote?” 

“Yes, he showed it to me one day 
when we were having lunch together.” 

“Very mordant, I gathered from what 
he told me, But I don’t see why that 
should make Upjohn bound up to 
London.” 

“I suppose he wants to ask the editor 
who wrote the thing, so that he can 
horsewhip him on the steps of his club. 
But of course they won't tell him, and it 
wasn’t signed, so . . . Oh, hullo, Mrs. 
Cream.” 

The woman she was addressing was 
tall and thin with a hawklike face that 
reminded me of Sherlock Holmes. She 
had an ink spot on her nose, the result 
of working on her novel of suspense. 
“I finished my chapter a moment ago, 
so I thought I would stop for a cup of 
tea,” said this littérateuse. “No good 
overdoing it.” 

“No. Quit when you're ahead of the 
game, that’s the idea. This is Mrs. 
Trayers’ nephew Bertie Wooster,” said 
Bobbie with what I considered a far too 
apologetic note in her voice. “Bertie 
loves your books,” she added, quite un- 
necessarily, ancl the Cream started like a 
Boy Scout at the sound of a bugle. 

“Oh, do you?” 

“Never happier than when curled up 
with one of them,” I said, trusting that 
she wouldn’t ask me which of them I 
liked best. 

“Always glad to meet the fans. Which 
of my books do you like best?” 

And IJ had got as far as “er” and was 
wondering, though not with much hope, 
if “All of them” would meet the case, 
when Pop Glossop joined us with a tele- 
gram for Bobbie on a salver. 

“Oh, thank you, Swordfish,” said Bob- 
bie, taking the gram. It was fortunate 
that 1 was not holding a teacup as she 
spoke, for hearing Sir Roderick thus ad- 
dressed I gave another of my sudden 
starts, As it was, I merely sent a cucum- 
ber sandwich flying through the air. 

“Oh, sorry,” I said, for it had missed 
the Cream by a hairbreadth. 

On Ma Cream’s brow there was a 
thoughtful wrinkle, but her next words 
showed that it was not on my activities 
that her mind was dwelling but on the 
recent Swordfish. Having followed him 
with a keen glance as he faded from 
view, she said: “This butler of Mrs. 
Travers’. Do you know where she got 
him, Miss Wickham?” 

“At the usual pet shop, I think.” 

“Had he references?” 

“Oh yes. He was with Sir Roderick 
Glossop, the brain specialist, for years.” 

Ma Cream sniffed. “References can be 
forged.” 

“Good gracious! Why do you say that?” 

(continued on page 64) 
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WHAT EVERYBODY SEEMS TO FORGET is that Glenn was home 
from college when he met Thelma and all this happened. To 
hear the talk, you would think he had been going with her 
since grade school and had never looked at another girl. It 
wasn't like that at all. And I’m the one guy who should know. 

I took Thelma out right after she moved into town. We lived 
on the same block and I saw her one day leaning on her front 
gate. I went up and introduced myself and it was the easiest 
thing in the world. That was the trouble, it was too easy. 

Instead of going to a movie or something first, I went 
straight out and parked, and there wasn’t much in 
the way of preliminaries. That was why I 
stopped taking her out. Maybe I'm some- 
thing of a romantic. I like to think that a 
girl really wants to be chaste but that 
she likes a guy so much, or one thing 
leads to another, and she just can’t 
help herself, But when I fee] that it 
could have been almost any other 
guy with her, then everything goes 
out of it except the thrill. 

About a week Jater Glenn and I 
were hanging around the creamery 
when Thelma came in. She smiled 
hello to me and walked past. It 
was an innocent enough smile. 
One thing about Thelma. you 
never could have guessed what 
kind of a girl she was until you 
got to know her. 

“Who she?” Glenn asked. 

“New girl in town,” I said off 
hand. “She lives up my way.” 

Maybe the fact that she was new 
interested him. 1 doubt that it was 
anything else, because Thelma was 
too ordinary looking for someone like 
Glenn. He was about the handsomest 
guy in town. Thelma had a good figure, 
but other than that she was kind of plain, 
though certainly not homely. 

“What's she like?” he asked me. 

I shrugged. “Look for yourself.” 

So he did. He stared at her where she had taken a seat in 
a booth, And when he turned again he had a smile. 

“Does she put out?” 

A year ago that question would have surprised me. Glenn 
had always been careful not to do any chasing in town. 
‘There were plenty of girls who would have gone to meet 
him more than halfway in the chasing, but he steered clear 
of them. He went to the proms and the senior balls and 
took out the real beauties, and everything looked so proper 
that for a time some of us thought he was a prude. 

Then at college everything changed. I know because I 
roomed with him. About halfway through the school year 
he had his first experience with sex, and from the way he 
acted I guess he thought he discovered it. There just wasn't 
anything else in life. He gave up studying and for a while I 
thought he was going to flunk out of school. He pulled 
through all right, but not by much. That was why his ques- 
tion about Thelma didn’t surprise me. 

Again I shrugged. “Yeah, she puts out.” 
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As far as I know, that is the only statement ever made by 
anyone in our town that might have given Thelma a bad 
reputation. I had no qualms about telling Glenn. Not at the 
time. Everybody was bound to learn what kind of a girl she 
was before long. But I'm glad now that I never told anyone 
but him. 

“Give me a knockdown,” Glenn said that day. 

So I introduced them. For a while we all sat in a booth. 
Then I left and Glenn took her out that night. I thought I 
knew what would happen. I had seen him take out 

girls at college. But what I did not count on was 
his going with Thelma all that summer. 

‘That was when she started to be known 
as Glenn’s girl. It was about as much as 
anyone knew about her. Nearly every 
night they were together, driving up to 
the city or somewhere else out of town. 
Whenever you saw Thelma it was 
usually pushed up close to Glenn 

in the front seat of his car. 
Another thing different was that 
Glenn did not talk about Thelma 
the way he did the girls at college. 
When I asked him how she was, 
Wahe would just smile and say, 
ge “Fine.” Of course, he said it in a 
certain way so I knew. But he 
never told me outright. I guess 
he still wanted to protect his good 
name in town. When summer was 
over and he had to go back to 
school, he would forget Thelma. In 
the meantime he would have his fun 

and keep it secret. 

But then the summer did not end 
that way. Glenn and I had gotten on with 
the county surveying crew as chainmen 
and we worked on a project down along the 
river. It was 2 good job because we could strip 
down and get 2 good suntan and yet the work 

‘was not strenuous. Then too, we always took our 
swim trunks along. The river past our town is too 

swift for good swimming, but here and there we would find 

a cove and take a dip during the lunch hour. 
On a day toward the last of August, when we had only a 
couple of weeks or so left on the job, we were working close 
to the covered bridge where the town kids like to fish. Glenn 
and I had just taken a swim north of there and then eaten 
our lunch. We always swam before eating so we wouldn't 
get cramps. It was about time to go back to work and we 
were lacing up our boots when one of the kids fell off the 
bridge. 

We heard the yelling and saw the kid bobbing up and 
down at the middle of the river. He obviously didn’t know 
how to swim. He had both arms up in the air, not erying to 
save himself at all. 

You never think at a time like that. You do something and 
do it quick. I started to take off all my clothes, But Glenn 
didn’t wait for that. He kicked off his boots and jumped in 
with his pants on. And he was almost to the kid by the time 
I was ready. 

There was no point in my going 
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HIALEAH RACE COURSE — where the sport of kings and pageantry share honors — is the elegant hub of the 
same-name Florida city. During the racing season, from mid-January to early March, the track is a world of 
taut-muscled, fleev-striding champions and those who surround them: owners, trainers, jockeys, stablehands, 
outriders, touts and bettors. It is the illustrious world, past and present, of Whirlaway, Seabiscuit, Citation, 
Nashua, Assault, Stymie, Armed and Round Table — pounding relentlessly toward the finish line under 
the knowing hands of Arcaro, Atkinson, Longden, Hartack, Brooks and other famous jockeys, to the 
accompaniment of constantly clicking pari-mutuel machines, When horses and horsemen move on to other 
racing ovals, Hialeah remains open as a stopover for tourists attracted by the track's inimitable beauty. 
The clubhouse and grandstand are of striking French-Mediterranean chateau design. Behind them are the 
tree-ringed paddocks, the English saddling stalls and the French Walking Ring (a replica of the one at 
Paris’ Longchamp track). More than 300 proud flamingos and groups of stately black-necked swans strut 
and swim around the 82-acre infield lake and islands. Fountains, flowers and trees dot the many drives and 
walks. The world’s great horses and their silk-draped riders bring the flawlessly groomed main oval and 
grass courses to life early in the year, but Hialeah race track is visually appealing (concluded overleaf) 


the sport of kings 
in a royal setting: 


nerman 


visits hialeah 


, Above: as post time approaches, the owner and jockey discuss race tactics while a 
4) groom readies the thoroughbred, checking the horse's shoes, A second stable aide 


a ’ ‘observes, waiting to strap on blinkers. Left: the horses, fully prepared for compe- 

t s . tition and eager to respond to the jockeys’ urging, parade from the wolking ring 

Fd A} fie! y past the clubhouse porch to the track as Hialeah bettors survey them before wagering. 
Telia 


The jockeys at Hialeahare, as 
artist Neiman saw them, an 
array of superbly condi- 
tioned harlequins. Attired in 
the silks of their trade, the 
jockeys acquire both identity 
and dignity as they await the 
moment when they will mount 
their prized horses in the 
race for prestige and profit. 
Understanding thorough- 
breds and their idiosyncratic 
mannersis the challenge motl- 
vating the jockey, the spur 
that separates the mere rider 
from the racing technician. 
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around the calendar. 

It was this panorama of horse racing 
and its accoutrements that captivated 
artist LeRoy Neiman, on special assign- 
ment at Hialeah for pLaysoy. Neiman, 
already a racing devotee (he had visited 
other tracks and had painted surging 
horses and clinging jockeys before), was 
eager to explore the unique realm of 
Hialeah and to bring it to readers of 
rLaysoy’s Man at His Leisure series. 
He suspected, and confirmed, that rac- 
ing at lavish Hialeah is more than a 
starttofinish, place-your-bet prance, It 
is a track for both sportsmen and 
esthetes, as he quickly learned when he 
set out to obtain an artist’s-eye view of 
the course during the height of the rac- 
ing. season. 

Neiman is an artist's artist, the master 
of the facets of his art, yet he is not the 
willowy-fingered ascetic, the aimless, 
soul-searching wanderer so common to 
literature dealing with painters. No 
introverted escapist, Neiman spends his 
days confronting life in masculine terms, 
moving easily from the gaming tables of 
Las Vegas to the suave setting of New 
York’s Café Chambord to the elite at- 
mosphere of race courses like Hialeah. 
His broad, capable hands have sketched 
jazzmen and jockeys with equal percep- 
tion, in his own vigorous style. 
uipped with sketch pad and a de- 
sire to dig deep into all aspects of rac- 
ing, Neiman moved into Hialeah on a 
characteristically warm Florida day dur- 
ing the racing season. Zealously explor- 
ing the track, he observed the races, the 
jockeys, the stable entourage, the tour- 
ist-bettors and  resident-bettors, the 
compulsively gregarious touts and the 
miscellaneous track followers. He was 
moved by the imperial nature of the 
dubhouse, the excitement of the packed 
grandstand, the lush beauty of the 
grounds and the compelling spirit of 
the entire track atmosphere. He bet and 
lost, sketched and won. 

“Hialeah is an exotic garden,” Nei- 
man says. “Its gaily-attired inhabitants 
stroll through the palm-studded, flower- 
bedded lawns like a family on a Sunday 
outing. They pause to watch the fla- 
mingos or che cascading fountains. Then 
they make their way to the grandstand, 
the huge baroque palace which unifies 
the racing strip and the sprawling 
grounds.” 

Long before 1:30—post time for the 
first of the day’s nine races — Hialeah is 
buzzing. Trainers and aides converge 
at the stables. The horses wait stoically 
in their stalls, like royalty expecting 
attention. They've come to Hialeah 
from across the United States (from 
such farms as Al-Jo, Audley, Beauridge, 
Darby Dan, Jacnot, Foxcatcher, Dixiana, 
King Ranch, Maine Chance, Calumet, 


whose names Neiman found charming) 
and from several other points around 
the globe. From England zre Grey Mon- 
arch and Loyal Lady; from Ireland are 
Jack Ketch and Mark Antony. From 
France is Mon Triomphe; from Chile is 
Fouquier. From Argentina is Carlinga. 
Money-winners and maidens, all hope- 
fuls, are groomed by old hands. Familiar 
weatherbeaten figures pace the “back- 
stage" area; among them is Sunny Jim 
Fiwsimmons, trainer of Nashua, Bold 
Ruler and many other winners. He has 
Jed his horses into Hialeah's Barn A every 
season since 1932. Fitzsimmons, Calumet 
Farm's ace Jimmy Jones and other top 
trainers keep a daily vigil over their 
horses, readying them for Hialeah’s 
stake races, induding the Royal Poind- 
ana, the Everglades, the Jasmine, the 
Hibiscus or the two $100,000-added 
stakes, the Widener and the Flamingo, 
to list some of the plums of American 
racing on the Hialeah calendar. Their 
efforts diminish only when the crowd 
arrives, when the horses have been 
primed for the day's race and the bet- 
tors have taken over, many of whom 
arrive early enough for lunch and a 
stroll through the entire track area be- 
fore placing the first bet. Neiman stud- 
ied the crowds. 

“These track people are generally 
mild-mannered,” he recalls. “There is 
@ quiet sort of politeness present, de- 
spite the size of the betting horde. Rail- 
birds, touts, amateur and professional 
handicappers, and the serious-wagering 
old-timers shuffle in front of the long 
line of ticket windows, shading their 
feelings with secretive expressions. They 
scowl like scholars at their program 
cards and dope sheets. They count and 
recount their money. Tips are whis- 
pered; mutuel tickets pop into eager 
hands. Just before the race begins, the 
mob in front of the ticket windows yan- 
ishes, to flock to the trackside for a 
view and a hope.” 

In the sun, the pageant takes place; 
the horses —ar the call of the horn — 
parade to the post. The constantly- 
changing odds blink on the giant tote- 
board, as the horses— keyed up — walk 
and sidle briskly into the chute. The 
intently solemn jockeys are dressed in 
colors of wine, tangerine, manganese, 
violet, blue, both bold and exotic 
tones. Neiman was impressed by the 
stark contrast between the jockeys and 
the conservatively garbed owners. On 
the oval, seedy outriders escort the 
thoroughbreds to the starting gate, 
while in the shaded clubhouse chic 
women and their neatly jacketed men 
await the leap from the chute. Nearby, 
20,000 shirt-sleeved, sun-drenched grand- 
stand spectators — including grizzled 
pensioners and visiting rubes from the 


hinterlands — wait, too. 

The horses spring from the gate and 
the race is on. The field gallops toward 
the bend, then veers around it into the 
stretch. The crowd is on its feet. A wave 
of urging shouts sweeps through the 
stands, paralleling the horses as they fly 
toward the finish line. Quickly, the 
horses and jockeys relax and disappear 
into the stable area. The victorious 
horse struts into the winner's circle for 
momentary recognition. Once the re- 
sults are posted, the crowd returns to 
the ticket windows. The triumphant 
bettors smile; the losers shred tickets, 
brood briefly, and consult data sheets. 
Thoughts turn to the next race. 

Neiman surveyed the entire scene and 
followed the jockeys into their dressing 
room. He watched them, spoke with 
them, and sketched, "Jockeys are extraor- 
dinary people; they meet the tough 
demands of their trade only through 
strenuous discipline. Usually intent and 
serious when mounted, they are playful 
or wholly relaxed when not competing,” 
he says. 

“Jockey agents and kibitzers bandy 
profane, jesting insults as the yalets 
brush boots and the jockeys change silks. 
The odor blended of boot polish, 
leather, ointments and steam seems to 
envelop the room. I saw Eddie Arcaro 
sewing a button on his silk trousers. 
Fully at ease, he neatly clipped the 
thread, carefully replaced the needle 
and scissors in their case, and nodded 
to me. Relaxing is no problem for such 
a pro. 

“The other jocks moved around the 
room. Some played ping-pong or bil 
liards. Others looked at copies of The 
Racing Form or the daily newspaper, 
the former for news of themselves, the 
latter for news of their investments. A 
few marched into the steam room, the 
newspaper's financial pages in hand, to 
shed a couple of ounces and note market 
gains and losses. A string of jockeys en- 
tered, dusty from the race just con- 
cluded. The interplay continued. Peach- 
fuzzfaced apprentices seemed innocent 
next to the yets—old-timer Johnny 
Longden, the slick Arcaro or a set-jawed 
journeyman like Sam Boulmetis. They 
seemed to me to be harlequins on 
horseback. 

“The jockeys and all the others who 
work at Hialeah admire its beauty,” 
Neiman says. “They favor it over most 
other tracks. They radiate a singular 
pride and satisfaction when racing 
there,” he says. 

Neiman feels this pronounced loyalty 
and affection, too, in reflecting on his 
visit to Hialeah. In this fortunate case, 
such feelings have been recorded, in 
paintings that reflect the regal world of 
Hialeah and the people who frequent it. 


MID-UUINTER 
THAU 


IF YOU'RE LIKE Us, February isa month 
that calls for a blues-bouncer. Slush, 
snuffies, and the other bitter bites of 
winter have been with us so long they 
scem like permanent institutions, 
and the green sheen of spring seems 
like a pleasant dream from the past. 
Gloom pervades. What's needed to 
dispel the pallor of these days is a 
happy harbinger. The harbinger 
should be neatly wrapped (37-23-36) 
and young (21), plus personable 
enough to turn our heads toward 
the shape of things to come, Genue- 
men, you necd look no further — 
mect Susie Scott. If you knew Susie 
like we know Susie, you'd know that 
she’s a Chicago girl whose hobbies 
are books, records and men, though 
not necessarily in that order, She's 
a girl guaranteed to warm the frozen 
cockles of the coldest heart, and our 
Miss February. 


a summery sight 
for snow-blind eyes 


Warm girls naturally gravitate to- 
ward warm music—here Susie audi- 
tions a Sinatra disc. Like most of our 
readers (see Playboy Jazz Poll results 
elsewhere in this issue), she flips over 
the fitillative tones of The Thin One. 
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PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES 


Tvs usually a girl’s geography that de- 
termines her history. 


We know an amorous millionaire who's 
terribly indiscreet, yet so wealthy that 
he doesn’t give a damn. He begins each 
letter to his sweethearts, “My Darling, 
and Gentlemen of the Jury .. .” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines nud- 
ists as people who go in for altogether- 
ness. 


The inroads of television have trebled 
unemployment among film actors. Take, 
for example, the movie producer who 
came home unexpectedly one night and 
found his wife in the arms of one-time 
B-movie hero Chester Beefcake. 

“Heyl” cried the upset producer. 
“What are you doing?” 

Chester’s manly brow knotted in con- 
cern. “To tell you the truth,” he said 
earnestly, “not much of anything these 
days.” 


So seldom is she in her cups, Margie’s 
forgotten what size she takes. 


Miarriage is a good deal like taking a 
bath—not so hot once you get accus- 
tomed to it. 


Tt was the cocktail hour in a swank 
lounge. Henry, a lingerie manufacturer, 
recognized the man imbibing next to 
him as Bud Smiley, well-known TV 
m.c. Sensing a business opportunity, he 
introduced himself and his company to 
the star. 

“Listen,” he said conspiratorially, 
“how would you like to plug my prod- 


uct on your show?” 

Bud lifted an eyebrow. ‘That all de- 
pends on what's in it for me,” he said. 

“Tell you what,” Henry replied. “I'll 
send you one of our finest and filmiest 
nepligees. How's that?” 

Bud smiled indolently. “That all de- 
pends,” he repeated, “on what's in it 
for me.” 


Men who are getting on in years should 
console themselves with the thought that 
when they get too old to set bad exam- 
ples, they can always start giving advice. 


With the world of Paris passing by their 
outdoor café, Gaston was explaining to 
eiewelitielpiatiati? ar iaitat icilhe al 
just finished reading. 

“It is an amazing book,” Gaston said 
to worldly friend. “It tells of a love 
affair between a middle-aged man and 
a twelve-year-old.” 

“Ah!” exclaimed Pierre. 
year-old whai?” 


“A twelve- 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines vo- 
lupluous woman as one who has curves 
in places where some girls don't even 
have places. 


The door of the psychiatrist's office 
burst open and a man rushed in. He 
was obviously in an advanced stage of 
agitation. 

“Doctor,” he cried, “you've got to 
help me. I'm sure I’m losing my mind. 
I can’t remember anything ... not what 
happened a year ago, or even what hap- 
pened yesterday! I must be going cays 

“Hmm,” said the psychiatrist thought- 
fully. “Just when did you first become 
aware of this problem?” 

‘The man looked puzzled. “What prob- 
lem?” 


Many a man who thinks he’s going on a 
maiden voyage with a girl finds out later 
from her lawyer that it was a shake- 
down cruise. 


Heard any good ones lately? Send your 
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, 
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, IL, and 
earn an easy $25.00 for each joke used. 
In case of duplicates, payment goes to 
first received. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“Tonight? After the show? Sardi’s? Yes or no?!” 
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three fine old situations, 


drawn and quartered 


EANWHILE, 
BACK AT THE 
BROMIDE 


satire By ROBERT SHECKLEY 


Writers of mystery and detective nov- 
els have, for years, relied upon cer- 
tain classic, recurrent plots and story 
devices. Three favorites have been 
The Desperate Chase, The Disguised 
Agent and The Locked Room. Here, 
Robert Shechley offers his own ver 
sions of all three. They are drasti- 
cally condensed, but in another sense 
they are extended to the nth degree. 


THE DESPERATE CHASE 


His TIME it looked like 
the end for Arkady 
Varadin, formerly a 
magician, now a much- 
wanted criminal. Cool 
and resourceful in the 
face of danger, cun- 
ning and ruthless, dan- 
gerous as a puff adder, 
master of illusion and fanciful escapes, 
the thin-faced Varadin had overstepped 
himself this time. 

After his spectacular escape from the 
Denning maximum-security penitentia- 
ry, any other man would have stayed 
out of sight. Not Varadin. Singlehanded 
he held up a bank in the small town of 
Croesus, Maine. Escaping, he shot and 


killed two guards who were foolish 
enough to reach for their guns. He had 
stolen a car and made off. 

But then luck turned. The FBI 
had been waiting for something like this. 
Within an hour they were on Varadin’s 
trail. Even then the master criminal 
might have escaped; but his stolen car 
ran out of gas. 

Varadin abandoned the car and went 
into the mountains. Five FBI agents 
were close behind. At long range, Vara- 
din plugged two of them with four shots 
from his revolver. He had no more am- 
munition. There were still three agents 
coming up the mountain, and a local 
guide was with them. 

A bad break! Varadin hurried on. All 
he had now was 75 thousand dollars of 
bank money, and his escape kit. He tried 
to throw off his pursuers, leading them 
up mountains and doubling back 
through valleys. 

But the Maine guide could not be 
deceived in his native woods. Inexorably 
the gap closed between hunters and 
hunted. 

At last Varadin found himself on a 
dirt road. He followed it and came to a 
granite quarry. Beyond the quarry, 
cliffs tilted steeply into the boulder- 
strewn sea. To climb down was possible; 
but the FBI agents would pick him off 
before he reached the bottom. 

He looked around. The quarry was 
strewn with gray granite boulders of 
all sizes and shapes. Varadin’s luck, his 
fantastic luck, was still with him. It was 
time for his final illusion. 

He opened his escape kit and took 
out an industrial plastic that he had 
modified for his own use. His quick 
fingers constructed a framework of 
branches, lashing them together with 
his shoelaces. Oyer this he spread the 
plastic, rubbing ditt and granite dust 
into it. When he was done, he stepped 
back and surveyed his work. 

Yes, it looked like any other large 
boulder, except for a hole in one side. 

Varadin stepped in through this hole, 
and, with his remaining plastic, sealed 
all but a tiny breathing hole. His con- 
cealment was complete. Now, with fatal- 
istic calm, he waited to see if the trick 
would work. 

In minutes the FBI men and the guide 
reached the quarry. They searched it 
thoroughly, then ran to the edge and 
looked over. At last they sat down on a 
large gray boulder. 

“He must bave jumped,” said the 
guide. 

“I don’t believe it,” said the chief 
agent. “You don’t know Varadin.” 

"Well, he ain’t here,” said the guide. 
“And he couldn't haye doubled back 
‘on us,” 

The chief agent scowled and tried to 
think. He put a cigarette in his mouth 
and scratched a match on the boulder. 


The match wouldn't light. 

“That's funny,” he said. “Either I've 
got wet matches or you've got soft boul- 
ders here.” 

The guide shrugged his shoulders. 

The agent was about to say something 
else when an old panel truck with 10 
men in the back drove into the quarry. 

“Catch him yet?” the driver asked. 

“Nope,” the agent said. “I guess he 
must have gone over the edge.” 

“Good riddance,” the truck driver 
said. “In that case, if you gents don't 
mind ——" . 

The FBI agent shrugged his shoulders. 
“OK, I guess we can write him off.” He 
stood up, and the guide and the other 
agents followed him out of the quarry. 

“All right, boys,” the driver said. 
“Let's get to work,’ 

The men scrambled out of the truck, 
which was marked EASTERN MAINE GRAVEL 
CORPORATION. 

“Ted,” the driver said, “you might as 
well plant your first charges under that 
big boulder the G-man was sitting on.” 


THE DISGUISED AGENT 


AMES HADLEY, the fa- 
mous Secret Service 
Agent, was caught. On 
his way to the Istanbul 
airport, his enemies 
had pursued him into 
a cul-de-sac near the 
Golden Hom. They 
had dragged him into 
a long black limousine driven by an oily, 
scar-faced Greek. Car and chauffeur 
waited outside while Hadley's captors 
took him upstairs to a disreputable 
room in Istanbul's Armenian sector not 
far from the Rue Ghaffre. 

It was the worst spot the famous agent 
had ever been in. He was strapped to a 
heavy chair. Standing in front of him 
was Anton Lupescu, the sadistic Rou- 
manian head of secret police and im- 
placable foe of Western forces. Grouped 
around Lupescu in a sinister circle were 
Chang, Lupescu's impassive manservant, 
and Madam Qui, the cold, beautiful 
Eurasian. 

“Pig of an American,” sneered 
Lupescu, “will you tell us where you 
have hidden the plans for America’s 
new highorbiting sub-molecular three- 
stage fusion-conversion unit?” 

Hadley merely smiled beneath his gag. 

“My friend,” Lupescu said softly, 
“there is pain that no man can bear. 
Why not save yourself the annoyance?” 

Hadley's gray eyes were amused. He 
did not answer. 

“Bring the torture instruments,” Lu- 


pescu sneered. “We will make the capi- 
talist dog speak.” 

Chang and Madam Oui left the room. 
Quickly Lupescu unstrapped Hadley. 

“We must hurry, old man,” Lupescu 
said. “They'll be back in a shake.” 
don’t understand,” Hadley said. 
“You are —" 

“British Agent 432 at your service,” 
Lupescu said, bowing, a twinkle in his 
eye. “Couldn't reveal myself with Chang 
and Madam Oui mucking about. Now 
get those plans back to Washington, old 
fellow. Here’s a gun. You might need it. 

Hadley took the heavy silenced auto- 
matic, snapped off the safety, and shot 
Lupescu through the heart. 

“Your loyalty to the People's Govern- 
ment,” Hadley said, in perfect Russian, 
“has long been suspect. Now we know. 
The Kremlin will be amused.” 

Hadley stepped over the corpse and 
opened the door. Standing in front of 
him was Chang. 

“Dog!” Chang snarled, lifting 2 heavy 
silenced automatic. 

“Waitl” Hadley cried. “You don’t 
understand —— " 

Chang fired once. Hadley slumped to 
the floor. 

Quickly Chang stripped off his Ori- 
ental disguise, revealing himself as the 
true Anton Lupescu. Madam Oui came 
back into the room and gasped. 

“Do not be alarmed, little one,” Lu- 

u said. “The impostor who called 
himself Hadley was actually Chang, a 
Chinese spy.” 

“But who was the other Lupescu?” 
Madam Oui asked. 

“Obviously,” Lupescu said, “he was 
the true James Hadley. Now where could 
those plans be?" 

A careful search revealed a wart on 
the right arm of the corpse who had 
daimed to be James Hadley. The wart 
‘was artificial. Under it were the precious 
microfilm plans. i 

“The Kremlin will reward us,” Lu- 
pescu said. "Now we ——" 

He stopped. Madam Oui had picked 
up a heavy silenced automatic. “Dog!” 
she hissed, and shot Lupescu through 
the heart. 

Swiftly Madam Oui stripped off her 
disguise, revealing beneath it the person 
of the true James Hadley, American 
Secret Agent. 

Hadley hurried down to the street. 
The black limousine was still waiting, 
and the scar-faced Greek had drawn a 

n. 

“Well?” the Greck asked. 

“T have them,” said Hadley. “You did 
your work well, Chang.” 

“Nothing to it,” said the chauffeur, 
stripping off his disguise and revealing 
the face of the wily Chinese Nationalist 
detective. “We had better hurry to the 
airport, eh old boy?” 

“Quite,” said James Hadley. 


The powerful black car sped into the 
darkness. In a corner of the car, some- 
thing moved and clutched Hadley’s arm. 

It was the true Madam Oui. 

“Oh Jimmy,” she said, “is it all over 
at last?” 

“It’s all oyer. We've won,” Hadley 
said, holding the beautiful Eurasian girl 
tightly to him. 


THE LOCKED ROOM 


TR TREVOR MELLANBY, 
the eccentric old Brit- 
ish scientist, kept a 
small laboratory on a 
corner of his Kent 
estate. He entered his 
lab on the morning of 
June 17. When three 
ays passed and the 
aged peer did not emerge, his family 
grew anxious. Finding the doors and 
windows of the laboratory locked, they 
summoned the police. 

‘The police broke down the heavy oak 
door. Inside they found Sir Trevor 
sprawled lifeless across the concrete floor. 
‘The famous scientist's throat had been 
savagely ripped out. The murder wea- 
pon, a three-pronged garden trowel, was 
lying nearby. Also, an expensive Bo- 
Khara rug had been stolen. Yet all doors 
and windows were securely barred from 
the inside. 

It was an impossible murder, an im- 
possible theft. Yet there it was. Under 
the circumstances, Chief Inspector Mor- 
ton was called. He came at once, bring- 
ing his friend Doctor Crutch, the famous 
amateur criminologist. 

“Hang it all, Crutch,” Inspector Mor- 
ton said, several hours Jater. “I confess 
the thing has me stumped.” 

“It does seem rather a facer,” Crutch 
said, peering nearsightedly at the rows of 
empty cages, the bare concrete floor, and 
the cabinet full of gleaming scalpels. 

“Curse it all,” the inspector said, “I've 
tested every inch of wall, foor and ceil- 
ing for secret passages. Solid, absolutely 
solid.” 

“You're certain of that?” Dr, Crutch 
asked, a look of surprise on his jolly face. 

“Absolutely. But I don’t see —" 

“It becomes quite obyious,” Dr, Crutch 
said. “Tell me, have you counted the 
lights in the lab?” 

“Of course. Six.” 

“Correct. Now if you count the light 
switches, you will find seven.” 

“But I don’t see ——" 

"Isn't it obvious?” Crutch asked. 
“When have you ever heard of absolutely 
solid walls? Let's try those switches!” 

One by one ‘they turned the switches. 


When they turned the last, there was an 
ominous grinding sound. The roof of 
the laboratory began to rise, lifted on 
massive steel screws set into the walls. 

"Great Scott!” cried Inspector Morton. 

“Exactly,” said Dr. Crutch. “One of 
Sir Trevor's little eccentricities. He liked 
his ventilation.” 

“So the murderer killed him, crawled 
out between roof and wall, then closed 
a switch on the outside ——” 

“Not at all,” Dr. Crutch said. “Those 
screws haven't been used in months. 
Furthermore, the maximum opening be- 
tween wall and ceiling is less than seven 
inches. No, Morton, the murder was far 
more diabolic than that.” 

“J'll be cursed if I can see it,” Morton 
said. 

“Ask yourself,” Crutch said, “why the 
murderer should use a weapon as clumsy 
as a trowel instead of the deadly scalpels 
right here to hand!” 

“Blast it all,” Morton said, “I don’t 
know why.” 

“There is a reason,” Crutch said grim- 
ly. “Do you know anything of the nature 
of Sir Trevor's research?” 

“All England knows that,” Morton. 
said. “He was working on a method to 
increase animal intelligence. Do you 
mean —” 

“Precisely,” Crutch said. “Sir Trevor's 
method worked, but he had no chance 
to give it to the world. Haye you noticed 
how empty these cages are? Mice were in 
them, Morton! His own mice, their 
intelligence and doubtless their ferocity 
increased, fell upon him. Hundreds of 
them, Morton! His own mice killed him, 
then fled down the drains.” 

“J—I can't believe it,” Morton said, 
stunned. “Why did they use the trowel?” 

“Think, man!” cried Crutch. “They 
wanted to conceal their crime. They 
didn’t want all England on a mouse 
hunt! So they used the trowel to rip out 
Sir Trevor's throat—after he was dead.” 

“Why?” 

“To disguise the marks of their teeth,” 
Crutch said quietly. 

“Hmm. But wait!” Morton said. “It’s 
an ingenious theory, Crutch, but it 
doesn't explain the theft of the rug!” 

“The missing rug is my final clue,” 
Dr. Crutch said. “A microscopic exami- 
nation will show that the rug was chewed 
to bits and carried down the drains piece 
by piece.” 

“What on earth for?” 

“Solely,” said Dr. Crutch, “to conceal 
the bloody footprints of a thousand tiny 
feet.” 

“What can we do?” Morton said, after 
a pause. 

“Nothing!” Crutch said savagely. “Per- 
sonally, I propose to go home and pur- 
chase several dozen cats. I suggest that 
you do likewise.” 
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PLAYBOY 


PEEVES (continued from poge 50) 


“Because I am not at all easy in my 
mind about this man. He has a criminal 
face.” 

“Well, you might say that about 
Bertie.” 

“Y feel that Mrs. Travers should be 
warned, In my Blackness at Night the 
butler turned out to be one of a gang of 
crooks, planted in the house to make it 
easy for them to break in. The inside 
stand, it’s called. I strongly suspect that 
this is why this Swordfish is here, though 
of course it is quite possible that he is 
working on his own. One thing I am 
sure of, and that is that he is not a 
genuine butler.” 

“What makes you think that?” I asked, 
handkerchiefing my upper slopes, which 
had become considerably bedewed. 

Her manner suggested that she was 
glad J had asked her that. “T'll tell you 
what makes me think it. He betrays his 
amateurishness in a hundred ways. This 
very moming I found him having a long 
conversation with Wilbert. A real butler 
would never do that. He would feel it 
was a liberty.” 

1 contested this statement. “Now 
there,” I said, “I take issue with you, 
if taking issue means what I think it 
means. Many of my happiest hours have 
been passed chatting with butlers, and it 
has nearly always happened that it was 
they who made the first advances. They 
seek me out and tell me about their 
rheumatism. Swordfish looks all right to 
me.” 

“You are not a student of criminology, 
as I am. I have the trained eye, and my 
judgment is never wrong. That man is 
here for no good.” 

I could see that all this was making 
Bobbie chafe, but her better self pre- 
vailed and she checked the heated retort. 
“But don’t you think, Mrs. Cream, that 
it may be just your imagination? You 
have such a wonderful imagination. 
Bertie was saying only the other day that 
he didn't know how you did it. Wrote 
all those frightfully imaginative books, 
I mean. Weren't you, Bertie?” 

“My very words.” 

“And if you have an imagination, you 
can't help imagining. Can you, Bertie?” 

“Dashed difficult.” 

Her honeyed words were wasted. The 
Cream continued to dig her toes in like 
Balsam’s ass, of whom you have doubt- 
less heard. “I'm not imagining that that 
butler is up to something fishy,” she said 
tartly. “And I should have thought it 
‘was pretty obvious what that something 
was. You seem to have forgotten that 
Mr. Travers has one of the finest collec- 
tions of old silver in England.” (This 
was correct. Owing possibly to some flaw 
in his mental make-up, Uncle Tom has 
been collecting old silver since I was so 
high, and I suppose the contents of the 


room on the ground floor where he parks 
the stuff are worth a princely sum.) 
“Mrs. Travers was showing it to Willie 
the other day and he was thrilled. Willie 
collects old silver himself.” 

With each hour that passed I was find- 
ing it more and more difficult to get a 
toehold on the character of W. Cream. 
An in-and-out performer, if ever there 
was one. First all that poetry, I mean, 
and now this, I had always supposed 
that rounders didn’t give a hoot for 
anything except hot blondes and cold 
bottles. 

“He says there are any number of 
things in Mr. Travers’ collection that he 
would give his back teeth for. There was 
an 18th Century cow-creamer he particu- 
larly coveted. So keep your eye on that 
butler. I'm certainly going to keep mine. 
* said the Cream, rising, “I must be 
getting back to my work. I always like to 
Tough out 2 new chapter before finish- 
ing for the day.” 

She legged it, and for a moment silence 
reigned, Then Bobbie said, “Phew!" and 
Tagreed that “Phew!” was the mot juste. 

“We'd better get Glossop out of here 
quick,” I said. 

“How can we? It’s up to your aunt to 
do that, and she's away.” 

“Then I’m jolly well going to get out 
myself. There’s too much impending 
doom buzzing around these parts for my 
taste. Brinkley Court, once a peaceful 
country house, has become like some- 
thing sinister out of Edgar Allan Poe, 
and it makes my feet cold. I'm leaving.” 

“You can’t till your aunt gets back. 
There has to be some sort of host or 
hostess here, and I simply must go home 
tomorrow and see Mother. You'll have 
to clench your teeth and stick it.” 

I should probably have said some- 
thing pretty cutting in reply to this, if 
I could have thought of anything, but as 
I couldn't 1 didn’t. “What's Aunt 
Dahlia’s address?” J said. 

“Royal Hotel, Eastbourne. Why?” 

“Because,” I said, taking another cu- 
cumber sandwich, “I’m going to wire 
her to ring me up tomorrow without 
fail, so that I can apprise her of what's 
going on in this joint.” 


I forget how the subject arose, but I 
remember Jeeves once saying that sleep 
knits up the raveled sleeve of care. Ap- 
plesauce, in my opinion. It seldom pans 
out that way with me, and it didn’t now. 
I had retired to rest taking a dim view 
of the current situation, and opening 
my eyes to a new day, as the expression 
is, I found myself taking an even dim- 
mer. Who knew, I asked myself as 1 
practically pushed the breakfast egg 
away untasted, what Ma Cream might 
not at any moment uncover? And who 
could say how soon, if I continued to be 


always at his side, Wilbert Cream 
would get it up his nose and start at- 
tacking me with tooth and claw? Musing 
along these lines, I had little appetite for 
lunch, though Anatole had extended 
himself to the utmost. I winced every 
time the Cream shot a sharp, suspicious 
look at Pop Glossop as he messed about 
at the sideboard, and the long, loving 
looks her son Wilbert kept directing at 
Phyllis Mills chilled me to the marrow. 
At the conclusion of the meal he would, 
1 presumed, invite the girl to accompany 
him again to that leafy glade, and it was 
idle to suppose that there would not be 
pique on his part, or even chagrin, when 
I came along, too. Fortunately, as we 
rose from the table, Phyllis said she was 
going to her room to finish typing Dad- 
dy’s speech, and my mind was eased for 
the nonce. Even a New York rounder, 
accustomed from his earliest years to 
pursue blondes like a bloodhound, 
would hardly follow her there and press 
his suit. Seeming himself to recognize 
that there was nothing constructive to 
be done in that direction for the mo- 
ment, he said in a brooding voice that 
he would take Poppet for a walk, 
whereas I selected one of Ma Cream’s 
books from Aunt Dahlia’s shelves and 
took it out to read in a deck chair on the 
lawn. And I should no doubt have cn- 
joyed it enormously, for the Cream un- 
questionably wielded a gifted pen, had 
not the warmth of the day caused me 
to drop off into a gentle sleep in the 
middle of Chapter Two. Waking from 
this some little time later and running 
an eye over myself to see if the raveled 
sleeve of care had been knitted up— 
which it hadn’t—1 was told that I was 
wanted on the telephone. I hastened to 
the instrument, and Aunt Dahlia’s voice 
came thundering over the wire: “Bertie?” 

“Bertram it is.” 

“Why the devil have you been such a 
time? I've been hanging onto this 
damned receiver a long hour by Shrews- 
bury clock.” 

“Sorry. I came on winged feet, but I 
was out on the lawn when you broke 
loose. How's Bonzo?” 

“Getting along.” 

“What was it?” 

“German measles, but he’s out of 
danger. Well, what's all the excitement 
about? Why did you want me to phone 
you? Just so that you could hear Auntie’s 
voice?” 

“I am always glad to hear Auntic’s 
voice, but I had a deeper and graver 
reason. I thought you ought to know 
about all these lurking perils in the 
home.” 

“What lurking perils?” 

“Ma Cream for one. She's hotting up. 
She entertains suspicions.” 

“What of?” 

(continued on page 70) 
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Bu. 1s DANDY — as our chap above pouring his date a,snifter of ‘that aromatic potation is demonstrating'— 
and liquor is slicker when you serve it from your own home bar. It’s downright embarrassing, time-wasting 
and clutnsy to offer your favorite Ieinme a double martini and have\to ramsack the entire apartment rounding, 
up glasses, ytensils and hooch. And when all the accout#erients| are assembled, you've Still got to scarch for 
counter space — space that won't stain or scratch ~ on ‘which youn cocktails to concoct. It all proves, we feel, 
that a bar just can’t he bestecl as the spot for storing, swizzling and sipping your libations. 

A previous PLavaoy (January 1958) gave the basics of bermanship — formulas, supplies and utensils — 
but wwe ‘hold it high tune to put these in their proper setting, and 90 haye selected the best of the current cop 
of home bars. The styles vary froin starid-up bars (for which you'll want bar stools, of course) to cellarettes: 


Above, left: the ebony cellarette sports a pair of Bloody Marys on its remoyable formica serving tray. Bar features a hinged 
top, lined utensil drawer, two slide-out shelves, horizontal wine rack, doors that lock, by Rock-Ola, $159.50. Above, right: 
the bar of Danish modern design (seen from the back) is of solid ash construction with a teak finish, sliding lockable door, 
laminated plastic top, by Heywood-Wakefield, $109. Revolving bar stool with foam cushion has metal foot rail, $32.60. 
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Left: the console by Springer-Penguin offers 3.5 cubic feet of refrigeration space, ice-cube trays, two dry storage com- 
partments, matched wood grain formica serving section, mirrored back, hand-rubbed walnut finish, $795, Above: the 
elegance of fine champagne complements the bar of parallel parquet Travertine marble with brass trim. Features: glass 
shelves, Lumiline light in interior, solid brass toe rail, pumice finish on walnut wood, by Kent af Grand Rapids, $1452.50. 


the materials from marble to reed wrap; and the prices from Cham- 
pale to champagne. 

Some, like the bar below, feature matching back bars for extra 
bottle storage. Several feature horizontal wine storage racks which 
mitigate the danger of cork dry-outs and evaporation. And some sport 
self-contained refrigeration units for ice cubes and for imparting that 
tangy chill to your white wines, champagnes, beers and ales. 

They're all delightful centers of good cheer for those Dionysian 
digs of yours, or, if you’re thinking of gifting someone, they're as super 
for sending as they are for tending. 


The tall bourbon and sodas rest on the stain-resistant white Melamine sur- 
face of a Shaver-Howard bar, of solid birch (walnut finish) and natural reed 
wrap over iron frame, with two shelves for storage, $98; back bor, $27. 


nostalgia By THEODORE PRATT 


LA BOUTIQUP FANTASQUF 


Nem me er a ee ee ee eee eee” 
this quaint parisian shop stole a motto from the boy scouts 


THERE'S PROBABLY NOTHING MORE EXCITING to a young man just out of college, or any young man in 
his early twenties, than a year in Paris absolutely on his own. He's old enough to have developed some 
appreciation of the joys of life, and yet is not held down by intimidating experience or cynical 
disillusionment. 

I was lucky enough to be among those who knew Paris at such an age, and my year came in the 
mid-1920s. Those of us who knew the delightfully wicked city then are apt to look upon that time as 
the very best. 

Paris meant girls—girls readily accessible. If you were foolish it meant American girls also 
having their year’s fling in Paris. The only trouble with them was that you didn’t need to go to Paris 
to find them. For sensitive men, the girls had to be French. If you were extremely lucky, you could 
make a liaison with a French girl on a purely amateur basis. If you have ever had the love of a bright, 
understanding, charming, witty, and extremely feminine French girl, then you'll know what I mean. 

Mostly, however, you had to purchase a ticket to the world of the French cocotte. Your taste and 
your pocketbook dictated whether this might be a girl whose headquarters were a table at a corner 
café or at one of the posh places on the Champs-Elysées. 

In any case, you needed, if you had any sense, some reliable articles to take along on your adven- 
tures. Then, as now, the French were quite frank about such things. There were, when I knew Paris, 
and presumably still are, little stores that sold such articles exclusively. 

One of these was located on the Rue de Montpensicr, a narrow, dark little street not far from 
the Louvre. In faded gold letters above its door was the sign, Articles d’Hygiéne. The Montpensier 
shop, as it was known to its clientele, was a tiny place, dimly lit by a single naked electric bulb that 
hung over the single glass counter. 

The goods were kept in the ancient glass case in boxes, and never open to the public gaze except 
when being shown to a customer. Besides those in the case, numerous drawers beneath the counter 
held the stock that was actually sold. 

The shop was run by a little old lady known as Madame Montpensier. To appreciate her and 
her shop you had to speak French fairly well, understand Gallic humor, and not be a prude. She 
was a skinny woman who looked to be well in her sixties, but her esteem of, and enthusiasm for 
Pamour, at least in the vicarious but lively connection she had with it, was keen and ready. 

In order to impart to you Madame Montpensier’s gusto and thorough job orientation, it will be 
necessary to digress for a moment and tell you about a friend of mine who was one of her best 
customers. He was an American in his late twenties, who was spending his entire life in sexual 
enjoyment. He had the inherited means to devote all his days to what he felt was the single most 
pleasurable thing in life, and had chosen Paris as the most logical place to pursue it. He was one of 
those extremely fortunate men able to do just exactly what he wanted to do most, and he savored 
every varied moment of it. He was quite voluble about it, not in a defensive way, for he felt no 
need to defend himself. One thing he firmly believed was that sex was just as good without 
romantic love, if not better. He had known both, and infinitely preferred it without. The complica- 
tions were fewer, And though with a single woman you could experience some variation, this did 
not compare with the diversity to be found among many. 

He had kept some statistics on himself, and he was, at that time of his life, just past the 500 
mark. That was 34 years ago, and he fully expected to know some thousands of women before he 
died. He was one of the most cheerful men I have ever known, and perhaps the most contented. He 
was generous and kind to all his girls, and never lost his good nature or temper when they tried to 
mulct him; instead, he quietly dropped them. He was a man of taste regarding food, clothes and art 
as well as sex, and one of my main regrets has been losing touch with him. Perhaps he has reached 
his ultimate goal: to die, at a vigorous age, in the arms of a beautiful girl. He even spoke of making 
a provision in his will for a legacy to this girl, whoever she turned out to be. I have spent quite a bit 
of time wondering if he ever carried out this plan; I hope he did. 

I first met Madame Montpensier when this gentleman took me to her shop. The two were old 
friends and had a great deal of mutual admiration. He greeted her respectfully as “Madame” and 
after asking about her health they spoke of the weather briefly. These formalities over, she gave him 
her real greeting, bursting forth, as though relieved to have the small talk over with. 

“Now, then, I see that the Monsieur has returned to find again (concluded on page 105) 
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BEEVES (continued from page 64) 


“Pop Glossop. She doesn’t like his 
face.” 

“Well, hers is nothing to write home 
about.” 

“She thinks he isn’t a real butler.” 

From the fact that my ear drum nearly 
split in half I deduced that she had 
laughed a jovial Iaugh. “Let her think!” 

“You aren't perturbed?” 

“Not a bit. She can’t do anything 
about it. Anyway, Glossop ought to be 
leaving in about a week. He told me he 
didn’t think it would take longer than 
that to make up his mind about Wilbert. 
Adela Cream doesn’t worry me. Any- 
thing else on your mind?” 


“Yes, this Wilbert Cream—Phyllis 
“Ah, now you're talking. That's 


important. Did young Bobbie Wickham 
tell you that you'd got to stick to Wil- 
bert closer than —” 

“A brother?” 

“J was going to say porous plaster but 
have it your own way. She explained 
the position of affairs?” 

“She did, and it's precisely that that 
I want to thresh out with you.” 

“All right, start threshing.” 

“As we go through this life, my dear 
old ancestor,” 1 said, “we should always 
strive to sce the other fellow’s side of a 
thing, the other fellow in the case under 
advisement being Wilbert Cream. Has 
it occurred to you to put yourself in 
Wilbert Cream’s place and ask yourself 
how he’s going to feel, being followed 
around all the time? It isn’t as if he was 
Mary.” 

“Mary? Bertie, 
‘British constitution.’ 

I recled it off in a belllike voice. 

“Well, you seem all right,” she said 
grudgingly. “How do you mean he isn't 
Mary? Mary who?” 

“J don’t think she had a surname, 
had she? I was alluding to the child who 
had a little lamb with fleece as white as 
snow, and everywhere that Mary went 
the lamb was sure to go. Now I'm not 
saying that I have fleece as white as 
snow, but L am going everywhere that 
Wilbert Cream goes, and one speculates 
with some interest as to what the upshot 
will be. He already gives me nasty looks.” 

“That's all right. He can’t intimidate 
me,” 

I saw that she was missing the gist. 
“Yes, but don’t you see the peril that 
looms?” 

“I thought you said it lurked.” 

“And looms. What I'm driving at is 
that if I persist in this porous plastering, 
a time must inevitably come when, feel- 
ing that actions speak louder than words, 
he will haul off and bop me one. In 
which event, I shall have no alternative 
but to haul off and bop him one. The 
Woosters have their pride. And when I 


you're 


tight. Say 


bop them, they stay bopped till night- 
fall.” 

She bayed like a foghorn, showing 
that she was deeply stirred. “You'll do 
nothing of the sort, unless you want to 
have an aunt's curse delivered on your 
doorstep by special messenger. Don't you 
dare start mixing it with that man, or 
I'll tattoo my initials on your chest with 
a meat axe. Turn the other cheek, you 
poor fish. If my nephew socked her 
son, Adela Cream would never forgive 
me. She would go running to her hus- 
band —” 

“—and Uncle Tom's deal would be 
dished. That's the very point I'm trying 
to make. If Wilbert Cream is bust one, 
it must be by somebody having no con- 
nection with the Travers family. You 
must at once engage a substitute for Ber- 
tram. Kipper Herring is the man you 
want. He will spring to the task of dog- 
ging Wilbert’s footsteps, and if Wilbert 
bops him and he bops Wilbert, it won’t 
matter, he being outside talent. Not that 
I anticipate that Wilbert will dream of 
doing so, for Kipper's mere appearance 
commands respect. The muscles of his 
brawny arms are strong as iron bands, 
and he has a cauliflower ear.” 

When she spoke, it was in quite an 
awed voice. “Do you know, Bertie, there 
are times —rare, yes, but they do hap- 
pen —when your intelligence is almost 
human. You've hit it. I never thought of 
young Herring. Do you think he could 
come?” 

“He was saying to me only the day 
before yesterday that his dearest wish 
was to cadge an invitation. Anatole’s 
cooking is green in his memory.” 

“Then send him a wire. You can tcle- 
phone it to the post office. Sign it with 
my name.” 

She rang off, and 1 was about to draft 
the communication, when, as so often 
happens to one on relaxing from a great 
strain, I became conscious of an imperi- 
ous desire for a litle something quick. 
Oh, for a beaker full of the warin south, 
as Jeeves would have said. I pressed the 
bell, accordingly, and sank into a chair, 
and presently the door opened and a 
circular object with a bald head and 
bushy eyebrows manifested itself, giving 
me quite a start. I had quite forgotten 
that ringing bells at Brinkley Court 
under prevailing conditions must inevi- 
tably produce Sir Roderick Glossop. 

“Good afternoon, Mr. Wooster. I had 
been hoping for a word with you in 
private. But perhaps Miss Wickham has 
already explained the circumstances? 
She has? Then that clears the air, and 
there is no danger of your incautiously 
revealing my identity. She impressed it 
upon you that Mrs. Cream must have 
no inkling of why I am here?" 

“Oh, rather. Secrecy and silence. what? 


If she knew you were observing her son 
with a view to finding out if he was 
foggy between the ears, there would be 
umbrage on her part, or even dudgeon.” 

“Exactly.” 

“And how’s it coming along?” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“The observing. Have you spotted any 

jiness in the subject?” 

f by that expression you mean have 
1 formed any definite views on Wilbert 
Cream’s sanity, the answer is no. It is 
most unusual for me not to be able to 
make up my mind after even a single 
talk with the person I am observing, 
but in young Gream’s case I remain 
uncertain, On the one hand, we have 
his record.” 

“The 

“Exactly. 
nd the check-cashing with leveled 


1k bombs?” 


gat?” 

“Precisely. And a number of other 
things which one would say pointed to 
2 mental unbalance. Unquestionably 
Wilbert Cream is eccentric.” 

“But you feel the time has not yet 
come to measure him for the straight 
waistcoat?” 

“I would certainly wish to observe 
further.” 

“Jeeves told me there was something 
about Wilbert Cream that someone had 
told him when we were in New York. 
That might be significant.” 

“Quite possibly. What was i 

“He couldn't remember.” 

“Too bad. Well, to return to what I 
was saying, the young man's record 
appears to indicate some deep-seated 
neurosis, if not actual schizophrenia, 
but against this must be set the fact that 
he gives no sign of this in his conversa- 
tion. I was having quite a long talk with 
him yesterday morning, and found him 
most intelligent. He is interested in old 
silver, and spoke with a great deal of 
enthusiasm of an 18th Century cow- 
creamer in your uncle’s collection.” 

“He didn’t say he was an 18th Century 
cow-creamer?”” 

“Certainly not. But you rang, Mr. 
Wooster. Is there anything I can do for 
your” 

“Well, as a matter of fact, I wanted a 
whiskey and soda, but I hate to trouble 
you.” 

“My dear Mr. Wooster, you forget that 
I am, if only temporarily, a butler and, 
I hope, a conscientious one. I will bring 
it immediately.” I was wondering, as he 
melted away, if I ought to tell him that 
Mrs. Cream, too, was doing a bit of evi- 
dence-weighing, and about him, but de- 
cided on the whole better not. No sense 
in disturbing his peace of mind. It 
seemed to me that having to answer to 
the name of Swordfish was enough for 
him to have to cope with for the time 
being. Given too much to think about, 

(continued on page 80) 


FIVE YEARS AGO this month, pLavsoy published a Playmate photograph of an unknown blonde named Jayne 
Mansfield. Shortly afterward, Jayne bombshelled her way to fame on Broadway, and her present renown as a 
movie queen followed almost immediately. What makes Jayne delightfully different from many another of her 
sister cinematic sirens is her unspoiled consistency as regards the revelation of the Mansfield memorabilia, The 
number of filmic hopefuls who've been willing to strip to the buff in order to gain attention and give their careers 
a beginning boost has been, as they say, legion. Our Jayne, however, now that she’s reached the top, con- 
tinues to disrobe at the snap of a camera shutter, wherever she may be. On the following pages you'll find a 
collection of these occasions on which Jayne has displayed, among other things, an engaging lack of inhibition. 


playboy revisits a perennial favorite 


THE BEST OF MANSFIELD 
‘ af 


An early and previously unpub- 
lished photo (above) of Jay 
In her Texas school days, before 
the fobulous Mansfleld measure- 
ments had fully developed, 
when Joyne was a sometime 
figure model for university art 
classes. In 1955, Jayne posed 
provocatively for PLAYBOY 
(right) ond went on to reoch 
Broadway and rationol stardom 
In Will Success Spoil Rock Hunter? 
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Jayne retumed to Hollywood a full-blown 
star, though she had yet to make her first 
movie. She wowed West Coasters at the 
Ballyhoo Boll (left) by arriving in a brief, 
leopard-skin bikini, held aloft by her hus- 
band-to-be, muscleman Mickey Hargitay. 
Twentieth Century-Fox signed her to a long- 
term contract, but she still showed no hesi- 
tancy abavt peeling dawn te little more 
than a smile for a photagrapher, willingly 
pased for PLAYBOY's Playmate calendar. 


on 


The New Jayne Mansfleld, in the February 1957 issue, described Jayne's spectacular rise on the Hollywood scene and included the series of 
provocative pictures reproduced above, which demonstrated her ability to play a love scene with proper passion. Jayne also proved an able 
comedienne and the screen version of Will Success Spoil Rock Hunter? was a smoshing success both critics and public. In The Nude Jayne 
Mansfield, PLaysoy, February 1958, Jayne reaffirmed that her greatest asset, however, was the remarkable Mansfield superstructure and 
her unabashed willingness to put it on display in the privacy of her sundeck (below) or, on more than one happy occasion, in public (right). 


Jayne arrived unexpectedly ata publicity party for Sophia Loren at Romanofi's and caused a sensation in a dress witha top that was very 
nearly no top at oll. Sophia eyed the swooping neckline uneasily {obove, left) and a moment later (above, right) her worst fears were 
reolized. On o tour down South Americo woy, Jayne hod a more modest gown literally torn from her body by some of her hot-blooded 
Latin fans (below, left), but manoged o warm if rather bore greeting to the crowd of well-wishers thot closed in about her. Miss Mansfleld's 
casual attire at the local supermarket (below, right) seems certain to leave the butcher oll thumbs ond the grocers tolking to themselves. 


while weoring o costume which the designer, by an odd coincidence, dubbed Too Hot to Handle. The costume is of compelling interest, since 


it consists of some thoroughly transparent netting, a few sequins to make sure you don't miss the high points, and generous portions of 
Jayne Mansfield, As luck would have it, the sequins seem ta be forever shifting, leaving nothing whatever of Jayne to the Imagination, [O 
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MERCHANT was once so jealous of his 

wife that he decided to spy upon her, 
He therefore bought a parrot, put it in 
a cage and set the cage in his house, 
commanding the bird to tell him 
everything that it saw his wife do, con- 
cealing nothing. Then the merchant 
went away on a business trip, confident 
that if his suspicions were just he would 
be informed. 

He had hardly passed through the 
doorway when his wife sent for her 
paramour and did what she pleased 
with him in complete assurance that 
she would not be discovered. The parrot 
meanwhile sat on its perch, gazed at the 
lovers, and said not a word. 

When the merchant returned from 
his trip he sat down in his private office 
where no one could see him and he sent 
for the parrot. “What did my wife do 
while I was away?” he asked. 

The parrot told him everything it had 
seen his wife do with her lover, sparing 
no details, and the husband was so en- 
raged that he no longer went to her for 
that which a husband should go, and she 
was in disgrace in the eyes of her house- 
hold. She finally decided that the serv- 
ant girl had betrayed her and she 
called her in and accused her of it, say- 
ing, “You reported to my husband every- 
thing that I did with my lover!” 

“I did no such thing, mistress,” re- 
plied the servant girl. “But I know who 
did and I will tell you. It was none 
other than the master’s parrot.” 

The wife and her lover then took 
council and they agreed upon a ruse 
to dupe the husband. When night fell, 
the wife went to the parrot and set its 
cage on the floor. Then she began to 
pour water over it as though it were 
raining. She shook a mirror in one hand 
and a lamp in the other. The parrot 
thought it was lightning. Then the 
woman began to turn a heavy grind- 
stone whose rumbling the parrot took 
for thunder. And the woman kept this 
up all night until the first light of dawn. 

‘As soon as morning had come the hus- 
band went to the parrot and said, “Did 
you sce anything last night?” 

“I could see nothing at all,” replied 
the parrot, “on account of the driving 


rain and all the thunder and lightning.” Ribald Classic 
The husband was at once furious and 


delighted. He turned to the bird and 
sees ee cure ee <THE FEATHERED SPY 
about my wife is as true as what you 
have said about the rain and the light- 
ning, there is no more deceitful thing 
on ¢erth than you. For this your neck 4 newly translated story from the 
shall be wrung!” 

And after the merchant had made an ‘Thirteenth Century Spanish collection, 
end of the parrot, he summoned his 5 
eis cma amis peace with her. igh TROND Gs Ui Tanger 

—Translated by J. A. Gato 


PLAYBOY 


PEEVES (continued from page 70) 


he would fret and get pale. When he re- 
turned, he brought with him not only 
the beaker full of the warm south, on 
which I flung myself gratefully, but a 
letter which he said had just come for 
me by the afternoon post. Having slaked 
the thirst, I glanced at the envelope and 
saw that it was from Jeeves. One glance 
at its contents and 1 was Gosh-ing 
sharply, causing Pop Glossop to regard 
me with a concerned eye. 

“No bad news, I trust, Mr. Wooster?” 

“It depends what you call bad news. 
It's front-page stuff, all right. This is 
from Jeeves, my man, now shrimping at 
Herne Bay, and it casts a blinding light 
on the private life of Wilbert Cream.” 

“Indeed? This is most interesting.” 

“He says that Wilbert Cream isa... 
what's the word?” I referred to the letter. 
“A kleptomaniac,” I said. “Which means, 
if the term is not familiar to you, a chap 
who flits hither and thither pinching 
everything he can lay his hands on.” 

“Good gracious!” 

“You might even go so far 2s ‘Lor’ 
lummel!’” 

“I never suspected this.” 

“I suppose they took him abroad to 
get him away from it all.” 

“No doubt.” 

“Overlooking the fact that there are 
just as many things to pinch in England 
as in America. Does any thought occur 
to you?” 

“It most certainly does. 1 am thinking 
of your uncle's collection of old silver.” 

“Me, too.” 

“It presents a grave temptation to the 
unhappy young man.” 

“I don’t know that I'd call him un- 
happy. He probably thoroughly enjoys 
lifting the stuff.” 

“We must go to the collection room 
immediately. There may be something 
missing.” 

“Everything except the floor and ceil- 
ing, I expect.” 

To reach the collection room was not 
the work of an instant with us, for Pop 
Glossop was built for stability rather 
than speed, but we fetched up there in 
due course and my first emotion on giv- 
ing it the once-over was one of relief, all 
the junk appearing to be in statu quo. 
It was only after Pop Glossop had said 
“Woof!” and was starting to dry off the 
brow, for the going had been fast, that 
I spotted the hiatus. 

The cow-creamer was not among those 
present. 

This cow-creamer, in case you're in- 
terested, was a silver jug or pitcher or 
whatever you call it, shaped, of all silly 
things, like a cow with an arching tail 
and a juvenile delinquent expression on 
its face, a cow that looked as if it were 
planning, next time it was milked, to 


haul off and let the milkmaid have it in 
the lower ribs. Its back opened on a 
hinge and the tip of the tail touched the 
spine, thus giving the householder some- 
thing to catch hold of when pouring. 
Why anyone should want such a revolt- 
ing object had always been a mystery 
to me, it ranking high up on the list of 
things 1 would have been reluctant to 
be found dead in a ditch with, but ap- 
parently they liked that sort of jug in 
the 18th Century and, coming down to 
more modern times, Uncle Tom was all 
for it and so, according to the evidence 
of the witness Glossop, was Wilbert. 

The point was that the bally thing 
had vanished, leaving not a wrack be- 
hind, and I was about to apprise Pop 
Glossop of this and canvass his views, 
when we were joined by Bobbie Wick- 
ham. She had doffed the shirt and Ber- 
muda shorts which she had been wearing 
and was now dressed for her journey 
home. 

“Hullo, souls,” she said. “How goes 
it? You look a bit hot and bothered, 
Bertie. What's up?” 

“J'll tell you what's up. You know that 
cow-creamer of Uncle Tom's? The 
damn thing's gone.” 

The still summer air was disturbed 
by a sound like beer coming out of a 
bottle. It was Pop Glossop gurgling. 
His eyes were round, his nose wiggled, 
and one could readily discern that this 
news item had come to him not as rare 
and refreshing fruit. 

“Gone?” he inquired. 

“Gone.” 

“J don’t get this,” said Bobbie. “How 
do you mean it’s gone?” 

“It’s been pinched.” 

“Things don’t get pinched in country 
houses.” 

“They do if there’s a Wilbert Cream 
on the premises. He’s a klep-whatever-it- 
is,” I said, and thrust Jeeves’ letter on 
her. She perused it with an interested 
eye and having mastered its contents 
said that there was, however, a bright 
side. 

“You'll be able now to give it as your 
considered opinion that the man is as 
loony as a coot, Sir Roderick,” she eluci- 
dated 

A pause ensued during which Pop 
Glossop appeared to be weighing this, 
possibly thinking back to coots he had 
met in the course of his professional 
career and trying to estimate their dippi- 
ness as compared with that of W. Cream. 
“Unquestionably his metabolism is un- 
duly susceptible to stresses resulting 
from the interaction of external excita- 
tions,” he said, while Bobbie patted 
him on the shoulder in a maternal sort 
of way and told him he had said a 
mouthful. 

“That's how J like to hear you talk,” 


she said. “You must tell Mrs. Travers 
that when she gets back. It'll put her in 
a strong position to cope with Upjohn 
in this matter of Wilbert and Phyllis. 
With this under her belt, she'll be able 
to forbid the banns in no uncertain 
manner. So everything's fine.” 

“Everything,” I pointed out, “except 
that Uncle Tom is short one ewe lamb.” 

“The situation is an extremely deli- 
cate one,” said Pop Glossop. “Placed as 
he is, your uncle can hardly go to the 
young man and demand restitution. 
Mrs. Travers impressed it upon me with 
all the emphasis at her disposal that the 
greatest care must be exercised to prevent 
Mr. and Mrs. Cream’s taking —” 

“Umbrager” 

“I was about to say offense. And they 
would certainly take offense, were their 
son to be accused of theft.” 

Bobbie suddenly asked Glossop: “Do 
you know which Wilbert's room is?” 
He said he did. “And do you agree that 
if you snitch things when you're staying 
at a country house, the only place you 
can park them in is your room?” He 
said that this was no doubt so, “Very 
well, then.” 

He looked at her with what I have 
heard Jeeves call a wild surmise. “Can 
you be... Is it possible that you are 
suggesting —— ?” 

“That somebody nip into Wilbert’s 
room and hunt around? That's right. 
And it’s obvious who the people’s choice 
is. You're elected, Bertie.” 

‘Well, I wasn’t surprised. I don’t know 
why it is, but whenever there’s dirty 
work to be undertaken at the crossroads, 
the cry that goes round my little circle 
is always “Let Wooster do it.” It never 
fails. But though I hadn't much hope 
that any words of mine would accom- 
plish anything in the way of averting the 
doom, I put in a rebuttal. 

“Why me?” 

“It’s a young man’s work.” 

Though with a growing feeling that 
I was fighting in the last ditch, I contin- 
ued rebutting. “I don’t see that,” I said. 
“I should have thought a mature, ex- 
perienced man of the world would have 
been far more likely to bring home the 
bacon than a novice like myself, who as 
a child was never any good at hunt the 
slipper. Stands to reason.” 

“Now don't be difficult, Bertie. You'll 
enjoy it,” said Bobbie, though where she 
got that idea I was at a loss to under 
stand. “Try to imagine you're someone 
in the Secret Service on the track of the 
naval treaty which was stolen by a mys- 
terious veiled woman diffusing a strange 
exotic scent. You'll have the time of 
your life.” 

And so, a few moments later, there 
was I, just to oblige Bobbie Wickham, 
tooling along a corridor indoors on my 
way to search a comparative stranger's 
bedroom, this involving crawling on 


floors and routing under beds and prob- 
ably getting covered with dust and fluff. 
The thought was a bitter one, and I 
don’t suppose I have ever come closer 
to saying “Faugh!" It amazed me that I 
could have allowed myself to be let in 
for a binge of this description simply 
because a woman wished it. Too bally 
chivalrous for our own good, we Woos- 
ters, and always have been. 

As I reached Wilbert’s door and 
paused outside doing a bit of screwing 
the courage to the sticking point, as I 
have heard Jeeves call it, I found the 
proceedings reminding me of some 
thing, and I suddenly remembered what. 
I was feeling just as I had felt in the 
old Malvern House epoch when I used 
to sneak down to Aubrey Upjohn’s study 
at dead of night in quest of the biscuits 
he kept there in a tin on his desk, and 
there came back to me the memory of 
the occasion when, not letting a twig 
snap beneath my feet, I had entered 
his sanctum in pajamas and a dress 
ing gown, to find him seated in his 
chair, tucking into the biscuits him- 
self. A moment fraught embarrass: 
ment. The What-does-this-mean-Woos- 
tering that ensued and the aftermath 
next morning —six of the best on the 
old spot—had always remained graven 
on the tablets of my mind, if that’s the 
expression I want. 

Except for the tapping of a typewriter 
in a room along the corridor, showing 
that Ma Cream was hard at her self- 
appointed task of curdling the blood of 
the reading public, all was still. I stood 
outside the door for a space, letting “I 
dare not” wait upon “I would,” as 
Jeeves tells me cats do in adages, then 
turned the handle softly, pushed —also 
softly —and, carrying on into the in- 
terior, found myself confronted by a girl 
in housemaid’s costume who put a hand 
to her throat like somebody in a play 
and leaped several inches in the direc- 
tion of the ceiling. 

“Cool” she said, having returned to 
terra firma and taken aboard a spot of 
breath. “You gave me a start, sir!” 

“rightfully sorry, my dear old house- 
maid,” I responded cordially. “As a 
matter of fact, you gave me a start, 
making two starts in all. I’m looking 
for Mr. Cream.” 

“I'm looking for a mouse.” 

This opened up an interesting line of 
thought. “You feel there are mice in 
these parts?” 

“I saw one this morning, when I was 
doing the room, So I brought Augustus,” 
she said, and indicated a large black cat 
who until then had escaped my notice. 
I recognized him as an old crony with 
whom I had often breakfasted, I wading 
into the scrambled eggs, he into the 
saucer of milk. “Augustus will teach 
him,” she said. 

Now, right from the start, 2s may 


readily be imagined, I had been won- 
dering how this housemaid was to be 
removed, for of course her continued 
presence would render my enterprise 
null and void. You can’t search rooms 
with the domestic staff standing on the 
sidelines, but on the other hand it was 
impossible for anyone with any claim 
to be a preux chevalier to take her by 
the slack of her garment and heave her 
out. For a while the thing had seemed 
an impasse, but this statement of hers 
that Augustus would teach the mouse 
gave me an idea. “I doubt it,” I said. 
“You're new here, aren't you? I thought 
as much, or you would be aware that 
Augustus is a broken reed to lean on in 
the matter of catching mice. My own ac- 
quaintance with him is a long-standing 
one, and I have come to know his psy- 
chology from soup to nuts. He hasn't 
caught a mouse since he was a slip of a 
kitten. Except when eating, he does 
nothing but sleep. Lethargic is the word 
that springs to the lips. If you cast an 
eye on him, you will see that he’s asleep 
now. If you will be ruled by me, you 
will abandon the whole project and take 
him back to the kitchen. You're simply 
wasting your time here.’ 

My eloquence was not without its ef- 
fect. She said “Cool” again, picked up 
the cat, who muttered something drow- 
sily which I couldn't follow, and went 
out, leaving me to carry on. 

The first thing I noticed when at 
leisure to survey my surroundings was 
that the furnishing of Wilbert’s room 
was solid and Victorian, it having been 
the G.H.Q. of my Uncle Tom's late 
father, who liked things substantial. 
There was a four-poster bed, a chunky 
dressing table, 2 massive writing table, 
divers chairs, pictures on the walls of 
fellows in cocked hats bending over fe- 
males in muslin and ringlets and over 
at the far side a cupboard or armoire in 
which you could have hidden a dozen 
corpses. In short, there was so much 
space and so many things to shove things 
behind that most people called on to 
find a silver cow-creamer there, would 
have said, “Oh, what's the use?” and 
thrown in the towel. But where I had 
the bulge on the ordinary searcher was 
that [ am a man of wide reading. Start- 
ing in carly boyhood, long before they 
were called novels of suspense, I've read 
more mystery stories than you could 
shake a stick at, and they have taught 
me something — viz. that anybody with 
anything to hide invariably puts it on 
top of the cupboard or, if you prefer it, 
the armoire. That is what happened in 
Murder at Mistleigh Manor, Three 
Dead on Tuesday, Excuse My Gat, 
Guess Who and a dozen more standard 
works, and I saw no reason to suppose 
that Wilbert Cream would have devi- 
ated from routine. My first move, ac- 
cordingly, was to take a chair and prop 


it against the armoire, and I had climbed 
on this and was preparing to subject the 
top to a close scrutiny, when Bobbie 
Wickham, entering on noiseless feet 
and speaking from about 18 inches be 
hind me, said: “How are you getting on?” 

Really, one sometimes despairs of the 
modern girl. You'd have thought that 
this Wickham would have learned at 
her mother's knee that the last thing a 
fellow in a highly nervous condition 
wants, when he’s searching someone’s 
room, is a disembodied voice in his im- 
mediate rear asking him how he's get- 
ting on. The upshot, I need scarcely say, 
was that I came down like a sack of 
coals. The pulse was rapid, the blood 
pressure high, and for a while the room 
pirouetted about me like an adagio 
dancer. 

When Reason returned to its throne, 
I found that Bobbie, no doubt feeling 
after that resounding crash that she was 
better elsewhere, had left me and that I 
was closely entangled in the chai 
position being in some respects similar 
to that of Kipper Herring’s when he got 
both legs wrapped round his neck in 
Switzerland. It seemed improbable that 
I would ever get loose without the aid of 
powerful machinery. However, by pull- 
ing this way and pushing that, I made 
progress, and I'd just contrived to de- 
chair myself and was about to rise, when 
another voice spoke. 

“For Pete's sakel” it said, and, looking 
up, I found that it was not, as I had for 
a moment supposed, from the lips of the 
Brinkley Court ghost that the words had 
proceeded, but from those of Mrs. 
Homer Cream. This time, I noticed, she 
had an ink spot on her chin. “Mr. 
Wooster!" she yipped. 

Well, there's nothing much you can 
say in reply to “Mr. Wooster!” except 
“Oh, hullo,” so I said it. “You are doubt- 
less surprised," I was continuing, when 
she hogged the conversation again, ask- 
ing me (a) what I was doing in her son's 
room and (b) what in the name of good- 
ness I thought I was up to. 

“For the love of Mike,” she added, 
driving her point home. 

It is frequently said of Bertram Woos- 
ter that he is a man who can think on 
his feet, and if the necessity arises he 
can also use his head when on all fours. 
On the present occasion I was fortunate 
in having had that get-together with the 
housemaid and the cat Augustus, for it 
gave me what they call in France a 
point d'appui. Removing a portion of 
chair which had got entangled in my 
back hair, I said with a candor that be- 
came me well: “I was looking for a 
mouse.” 

“A mouse?” she said. “What do you 
mean?” 

Well, of course, if she didn't know 
what a mouse was, there was evidently 
a good deal of tedious spadewark before 
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us, and one would scarcely have known 
where to start. 

“Have you seen a mouse in this 
room?” she asked. 

“Actually, no. It’s been lying what 
the French call perdu.” 

“Why were you standing on a chair?” 

“Sort of just trying to get a bird's-eye 
view, a it were.” 

“Do you often go looking for mice in 
other people's rooms?” 

“T wouldn’t say often. Just when the 
spirit moves me, don't you know?” 

elisce. Well. =. 

When people say “Well” to you like 
that, it usually means that they think 
you are outstaying your welcome and 
that the time has come to call it a day. 
She felt, I could see, that Woosters were 
not required in her son's room, and re- 
alizing that there might be something 
in this, I rose, dusted the knees of the 
trousers, and after a courteous word to 
the effect that I hoped the spine-freezer 
on which she was engaged was coming 
out well, left the presence. Happening 
to glance back as I reached the door, I 
saw her looking after me. It was plain 
that she considered my behavior odd, 
and I'm not saying it wasn't. The be- 
havior of those who allow their actions 
to be guided by Roberta Wickham is 
nearly always odd. The thing I wanted 
most at this juncture was to have a 
heart-to-heart talk with that young 
femme fatale, and after roaming hither 
and thither for a while I found her in 
my chair on the lawn, reading the Ma 
Cream book in which I had been en- 
grossed when these doings had started. 
She greeted me with a bright smile, and 
said: 

“Back already? Did you find it?” 

With a strong effort I mastered my 
emotion and replied curtly but civilly 
that the answer was in the negative, 
“No,” I said, “I did not find it.” 

“You can't have looked properly.” 

Again I was compelled to pause and 
remind myself that an English gentle- 
man does not sock a sitting redhead, no 
matter what the provocation, “I hadn't 
time to look properly. I was impeded in 
my movements by half-witted females 
sneaking up behind me and asking how 
1 was getting on.” 

“Well, I wanted to know.” A giggle 
escaped her. “You did come down a wal- 
lop, didn't you? How art thou fallen 
from heaven, O Lucifer, son of the 
morning, I said to myself. You're so 
terribly neurotic, Bertie. You must uy 
to be less jumpy. What you need is a 
good nerve tonic. I'm sure Sir Roderick 
would shake you up one, if you asked 
him. And meanwhile?” 

“How do you mean, And meanwhile?” 

“what are your plans now?” 

“I propose to hoik you out of that 
chair and seat myself in it and take that 
book, the early chapters of which I 


found most gripping, and start catching 
up with my reading and try to forget.” 

“You mean you aren't going to have 
another bash?” 

“T am not. Bertram is through. You 
may give this to the press, if you wish.” 

“But the cow-creamer! How about 
your Uncle Tom's grief and agony when 
he learns of his bereavement?” 

“Let Uncle Tom eat cake.” 

“Bertie! Your manner is strange.” 

“Your manner would be strange if 
you'd been sitting on the floor of Wil- 
bert Cream’s room with a chair ‘waned 
your neck, and Ma Cream had come i 

“What did she say?” 

“I said I was looking for a mouse.” 

“Couldn't you think of anything bet- 
ter than that?” 

“No.” 

“And how did it all come out in the 
end?” 

“I melted away, leaving her plainly 
convinced that I was off my rocker. And 
so, young Bobbie, when you speak of 
having another bash, I merely laugh bit- 
terly,” I said, doing so. “Catch me going 
into that sinister room again! Not for a 
million pounds sterling, cash down in 
small notes.” 

“Are you man or mouse?” 

“Kindly do not mention that word 
‘mouse’ in my presence.” 

“I do think you might try again. I'll 
help you this time. Nothing can possibly 
go wrong if we work together. Mrs. 
Cream won't show up this time. Light- 
ning never strikes twice in the same 
place.” 

“Who made that rule?” 

“And if she does . . . Here’s what I 
thought we'd do. You go in and start 
searching, and I'll stand outside the 
door.” 

‘ou feel that will be a lot of help?” 

“OE course it will. If 1 see her com- 
ing, I'll sing.” 

“Always glad to hear you singing, of 
course, but in what way will that ease 
the strain?” 

“Oh, Bertie, you really are an abysmal 
chump. Don’t you get it? When you hear 
me burst into song, you'll know there's 
peril afoot and you'll have plenty of 
time to nip out of the windor 

“And break my bally neck?” 

“How can you break your neck? 
There's a balcony outside that room. 
T've seen Wilbert Cream standing on it, 
doing his daily dozen. He breathes 
deeply and ties himself into a lovers’ 
knot and ——” 

“Never mind Wilbert 

“I only put that in to make it more 
interesting. The point is that there is a 
balcony and once on it you're home. 
‘There's a water pipe at the end of it. 
You just slide down that and go on your 
way, singing a gypsy song. You aren't 
going to tell me that you have any ob- 
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jection to sliding down water pipes. 
Jeeves says you're always doing it.” 

I mused. It was true that I had slid 
down quite a numba: of water pipes in 
my time. I began to see that there was 
something in this plan she was mooting, 
if mooting is the word I want. 

What tipped the scale was the thought 
of Uncle Tom. His love for the cow- 
creamer might be misguided, but you 
couldn't get away from the fact that he 
was deeply attached to the beastly thing, 
and one didn’t like the idea of his com- 
ing back from Harrogate and saying to 
himself “And now for a refreshing look 
at the old cow-creamer” and finding it 
was not in residence. It would blot the 
sunshine from his life. I could not for- 
get that when I was at Malvern House, 
Bramley-on-Sea, this relative by mar- 
riagc had often scnt me postal orders 
sometimes for as much as 10 bob. And 
so it came about that some five minutes 
later I stood once more outside Wil- 
bert's room with Bobbie beside me, not 
actually at the moment singing in the 
wilderness but prepared so to sing if 
Ma Cream, modeling her strategy on 
that of the Assyrian, came down like a 
wolf on the fold. The nervous system 
was a bit below par, of course, but not 
nearly so much so as it might have been. 
Knowing that Bobbie would be on 
sentry-go made all the difference. 

The dear old room was just as I'd 
left it, nothing changed, and my first 
move, of course, was to procure another 
chair and give the top of the armoire 
the once-over. It was a setback to find 
that the cow-creamer wasn't there. I 
suppose these kleptomaniacs know a 
thing or two and don’t hide the loot in 
the obvious place. There was nothing 
to be done but start the exhaustive 
search elsewhere, and I proceeded to do 
so, keeping an ear cocked for any snatch 
of song. None coming, it was with some- 
thing of the old debonair Wooster spirit 
that I looked under this and peered be- 
hind that, and I had just crawled be- 
neath the dressing table in pursuance of 
my researches, when one of those disem- 
bodied voices which were so frequent in 
that room spoke, causing me to give my 
head a nasty bump. 

“For goodness’ sakel” it said, and I 
came out like a pickled onion on the 
end of a fork, to find that Ma Cream 
was once more a pleasant visitor. She 
was standing there, looking down at me 
with a whatthe-hell expression on her 
finely chiseled face, and I didn't blame 
her, Gives a woman a start, naturally, 
to come into her son’s bedroom and ob- 
serve an alien trouser-seat sticking out 
from under the dressing table. 

We went into our routine. 

“It's you again?” 

“Why, yes," I said, for this of course 
was perfectly correct, and an odd sound 
proceeded from her, not exactly a hic- 


cup and yet not quite not a hiccup. 

“Are you still looking for that 
mouse?” 

“That's right. I thought I saw it run 
under there, and I was about to deal 
with it regardless of its age or sex.” 

“Do you often hunt for mice?” 

“Fairly frequently.” 

An idea seemed to strike her. “You 
don’t think you're a cat?” 

“No, I'm pretty straight on that.” 

“But you pursue mice?” 

“Yes,"" 

“Well, this is very interesting. I must 
consult my psychiatrist when 1 get back 
to New York. I'm sure he will tell me 
that this mouse-fixation is a symbol of 
something. Your head feels funny, 
doesn’t iti 

“It does rather,” I said, for the bump 
Thad given it had been a juicy one, and 
the temples were throbbing. 

“| thought as much. A sort of burning 
sensation, I imagine. Now you do just 
as I tell you. Go to your room and lie 
down. Relax. Try to get a little sleep. 
Perhaps a cup of strong tea would help. 
And... I'm trying to think of the name 
of that alienist I've heard people over 
here speak so highly of. Miss Wickham 
mentioned him yesterday. Bossom? Blos- 
som? Glossop, that’s it, Sir Roderick 
Glossop. I think you onght to consult 
him. A friend of mine is at his clinic 
now, and she says he’s wonderful. Cures 
the most stubborn cases. Meanwhile, 
rest is the thing. Go and have 2 good 
Test.” 

At an early point in these exchanges 
I had started to sidle to the door, and 
1 now sidled through it, rather like 2 
diffident arab on some sandy beach try- 
ing to avoid the attentions of a child 
with a spade. But I didn't go to my 
room and relax, I went in search of 
Bobbie, breathing fire. I wanted to take 
up with her the matter of that absence 
of the burst of melody. I mean, con- 
sidering that a mere couple of bars of 
some popular song hit would have saved 
me from an experience that had turned 
the bones to water and whitened the 
hair from the neck up, I felt entitled to 
demand an explanation of why those 
bars had not emerged. I found her out- 
side the front door at the wheel of her 
car. “Oh, hullo, Bertie,” she said, and a 
fish on ice couldn't have spoken more 
calmly. “Have you got it?” 

I ground a tooth or two and waved 
the arms in a passionate gesture. “No,” 
I said, ignoring her query as to why I 
had chosen this moment to do my Swed- 
ish exercises. “I haven’t. But Ma Cream 
got me.” 

Her eyes widened. She squeaked a bit. 
“Don’t tell me she caught you bending 
again?” 

“Bending is right. I was halfway un- 
der the dressing table. You and your 
singing,” I said, and I'm not sure I 


didn’t add the word “Forsooth!” 

Her eyes widened a bit further, and 
she squeaked another squeak. “Oh, Ber- 
ue, I'm sorry about that.” 

“Me too.” 

“You see, I was called away to the 
telephone. Mother rang up. She wanted 
to tell me you were a nincompoop. She 
was delighted when I told her I was 
coming home. She wants to have a long 
talk.” 

“About me, no doubt?” 

“Yes, I expect your name will crop 
up. But I mustn’t stay here chatting 
with you, Bertie. If I don’t get started, 
I shan’t hit the old nest till daybreak. 
It’s a pity you made such a mess of 
things. Poor Mr. Travers, he'll be bro- 
kenhearted. Still, into each life some 
rain must fall,” she said, and drove off, 
spraying gravel in all directions. 

If Jeeves had been there, 1 would 
have turned to him and said “Women, 
Jeeves!” and he would have said “Yes, 
Sir” or possibly “Precisely, sir,” and this 
would have healed the bruised spirit to 
a certain extent, but as he wasn’t I 
merely laughed a bitter laugh and made 
for the lawn. A go at Ma Cream's goose- 
fiesher might, I thought, do something 
to soothe the vibrating ganglions. And 
it did. I hadn’t been reading long when 
drowsiness stole over me, the tired eye- 
lids closed, and in another couple of 
ticks I was off to dreamland, slumbering 
as soundly as if I had been the cat 
Augustus. I awoke to find that some two 
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hours had passed, and it was while 
stretching the limbs that I remembered 
I hadn't sent that wire to Kipper Her- 
ring, inviting him to come and join the 
gang. 1 went to Aunt Dahlia’s boudoir 
and repaired this omission, telephoning 
the communication to someone at the 
post office who would have been well 
advised to consult a good aurist. This 
done, I headed for the open spaces 
again, and was approaching the lawn 
with a view to getting on with my read- 
ing when, hearing engine noises in the 
background and turning to cast an eye 
in their direction, blow me tght if I 
didn’t behold Kipper alighting from his 
car at the front door. 

The distance from London to Brink- 
ley Court being a hundred miles or so 
and not much more than two minutes 
having elapsed since I had sent off that 
telegram, the fact that he was now out- 
side the Brinkley front door struck me 
as quick service. The Whatho with 
which I greeted the back of his head as 
I approached was tinged, accordingly, 
with a certain bewilderment. 

At the sound of the old familiar voice 
he spun around with something of the 
agility of a cat on hot bricks, and I saw 
that his dial, usually cheerful, was con- 
torted with anguish, as if he had swal- 
lowed a bad oyster. Guessing now what 
was biting him, I smiled one of my sub- 
tle smiles. I would soon, I told myself, 
be bringing the roses back to his cheeks. 
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He gulped a bit, then spoke in a 
hollow voice, like a spirit at a séance. 
“Hullo, Bertie.” 

“Hullo.” 


“I was hoping I might run into you.” 


“And now the dream’s come true. 
“You see, you told me you were stay- 
ing here.” 


He did another splash of gulping, and 
I could see that we were about to come 
to the numb, all that had gone before 
having been merely what they call 
pourparlers. 1 was right. His face work- 
ing as if the first bad oyster had been 
followed by a second with even more 
spin on the ball, he said: “I saw that 
thing in the Times, Bertie. 

I dissembled. I ought, I suppose, to 
have started bringing those roses back 
right away, but I felt it would be amus- 
ing to kid the poor fish along for a 
while, so 1 wore the mask. 

“Ah, yes. In the Times. That thing. 
Quite. You saw it, did you?” 

“At the club, after lunch. I couldn't 
believe my eyes.” 

Well, I hadn't been able to believe 
mine, either, but I didn’t mention this. 
I was thinking how like Bobbie it was, 
when planning this scheme of hers, not 
to have let him in on the ground floor. 
Slipped her mind, I suppose, or she may 
have kept it under her hat for some 
strange reason of her own. She had al- 
ways been a girl who moved in a myster- 
ious way her wonders to perform. 

“And I'll tell you why I couldn't. You'll 
scarcely credit this, but only a couple of 
days ago she was engaged to me.” 

“You don't say?” 

“Yes, 1 jolly well do. 

“Engaged to you, she’ 

“Up to the hilt. And all the while she 
must have been contemplating this 
ghastly bit of treachery.” 

“A bit thick.” 

“If you can tell me anything that's 
thicker, I shall be glad to hear it, It 
just shows you what women are like. A 
frightful sex, Bertie. There ought to be 
a law. [ hope to live to see the day when 
women are no longer allowed.” 

“That would rather put a stopper on 
keeping the human race going, wouldn't 
iv’ 

“Well, who wants to keep the human 
race going?” 

“T see what you mean. Yes, something 
in that, of course.” 

He kicked petulantly at a passing 
beetle, frowned awhile and resumed. 

“It's the cold, callous heartlessness of 
the thing that shocks me. Not a hint that 
she was proposing to return me to store. 
As short a while ago as last week, when 
we had a bite of lunch together, she was 
sketching out plans for the honeymoon 
with the greatest animation. And now 
this! Without a word of warning. You'd 
have thought that a girl who was smash- 


ing a fellow’s life into hash would have 
dropped him a line, if only a postcard. 
Apparendy that never occurred to her. 
She just let me get the news from the 
morning paper. I was stunned.” 

“I bet you were. Did everything go 
black?” 

“Pretty black. I took the rest of the 
day thinking it over, and this morning 
wangled leave from the office and got 
the car out and came down here to tell 
you ...” He paused, seeming overcome 
with emotion. 

“Yes?” 

“To tell you that, whatever we do, we 
mustn’t let this thing break our old 
friendship.” 

“Of course not. Damn silly ide: 

“It’s such a very old friendshij 

“I don't know when I've met an 
older.” 

“We were boys together.” 

“In Eton jackets and pimples.” 

“Exactly. And more like brothers than 
anything. 1 would share my last bar of 
almond rock with you, and you would 
cut me in fifty-fifty on your last bag of 
acid drops. When you had mumps, I 
caught them from you, and when 1 had 
measles, you caught them from me. Each 
helping each. So we must carry on re- 
gardless, just as if this had not hap- 


“The same old lunches.” 

“Oh, rather.” 

“And golf on Saturdays and the oc- 
casional game of squash. And when you 
are married and settled down, I shall 
frequently look in on you for a cock- 
tail.” 

“Yes, do.” 

“"T . Though I shall have to exer- 
cise an iron self-restraint to keep me 
from beaning that pie-faced little horn- 
swoggler, Mrs. Bertram Wooster, née 
Wickham, with the shaker.” 

“Ought you to call her a pie-faced 
little hornswoggler?” 

“Why, can you think of something 
worse?” he said. 

“I don’t know if it’s my imagination, 
Kipper.” I rejoined, “but something 
gives me the impression that at moment 
of going to press you aren't too sold on 
Bobbie.” 

He shrugged a shoulder. “Oh, I 
wouldn't say that. Apart from wishing I 
could throttle the young twister with my 
bare hands and jump on the remains 
with hobnailed boots, I don’t feel much 
about her one way or the other. She 
prefers you to me, and there’s nothing 
more to be said. The great thing is that 
everything is all right between you and 
oat 

“You came all the way here just to 
make sure of that?” I said, moved. 

“Well, there may possibly also have 
been an idea at the back of my mind 
that I might get invited to dig in at one 


of those dinners of Anatole’s before go- 
ing on to book a room at the Bull and 
Bush in Market Snodsbury. How is 
‘Anatole’s cooking these days?” 

“Superber than ever.” 

“Continues to melt in the mouth, does 
it? It’s two years since I bit into his 
products, but the taste still lingers. What 
an artist!” 

“Ah!” I said, and would have bared 
my head, only I hadn't a hat on. 

“Would it run to a dinner invitation, 
do you think?” 

“My dear chap, of course. The needy 
are never turned from our door.” 

“Splendid. And after the meal I shall 
propose to Phyllis Mills.” 

“What!” 

“Yes, I know what you're thinking. 
She is closely related to Aubrey Upjohn, 
you are saying to yourself. But surely, 
Bertie, she can't help that.” 

“More to be pitied than censured, 
you think?” 

“Exactly. We mustn't be narrow- 
minded. She is a sweet, gentle girl, un- 
like certain scarlet-headed Delilahs who 
shall be nameless, and I am very fond 
of her.” 

“I thought you scarcely knew her.” 

“Oh yes, we saw quite a bit of one 
another in Switzerland. We're great 
buddies.” 

It seemed to me that the moment had 
come to bring the good news from Aix 
to Ghent, as the expression is. “I don’t 
know that I would propose to Phyllis 
Mills, Kipper. Bobbie might not like it.” 

“But that's the whole idea, to show 
her she isn't the only onion in the stew 
and that if she doesn’t want me, there 
are others who feel differently. What 
are you grinning about?” 

“Kipper,” I said, “I have an amazing 
Story to relate.” 

I don’t know if you happen to take 
Old Doctor Gordon's Bile Magnesia, 
which when the liver is disordered gives 
instant relief, acting like magic and im- 
parting an inward glow? I don’t myself, 
my personal liver being always more or 
less in midseason form, but I've seen the 
advertisements. They show the sufferer 
before and after taking, in the first case 
with drawn face and hollow eyes and the 
general look of one shortly about to 
hand in his dinner pail, the second 
all beans and buck and what the French 
call bien étre. Well, what I'm driving at 
is that my amazing story had exactly the 
same effect on Kipper as the daily dose 
for adults. He moved, he stirred, he 
seemed to feel the rush of life along his 
keel, and while I don't suppose he actu: 
ally put on several pounds in weight as 
the tale proceeded, one got the distinct 
illusion that he was swelling like one of 
those rubber ducks which you fill with 
air before inserting in the bath tub. 

“Well, I'll be blowed!” he said, when 
Thad placed the facts before him. “Well, 


'll be a son of a what-not!” 

“TI thought you would be.” 

‘Bless her ingenious little heart! Not 
many girls would have got the gray mat- 
ter working like that.” 

“Very few.” 

“What a helpmeet! Talk about service 
and cooperation. Have you any idea 
how the thing is working out? 

“Rather smoothly, [ think. On read- 
the announcement in the Tines, 
m senior had _ hyste 
swooned in her uacks.' 

“She doesn’t like you?” 

“That was the impression I 
been confirmed by subsequent tel 
to Bobbie. 

“Well, that’s fine! If you care to haye 
a bet on it, five bob will get you ten 
that this scenario will end with a fade- 
out of Lady Wickham folding me in her 
arms and kissing me on the brow 
saying she knows I will make her 
girl happy. Gosh, Berti 
that she— Bobbie, I mean, not Lady 
Wickham — will soon be mine and th 
shortly after yonder sun has set Ist 
be tucking into one of Anatole’s dinners, 
1 could dance a saraband. By the 
king of dinner, do you suppose it 
would also run to a bed? The Bull and 
Bush is well spoken of in the Auéomobile 
Guide, but I'm always a bit wary of these 
country pubs. I'd much rather be at 
Brinkley Court, of which I have such 
happy memories. Could you swing 
with your aunt? 

“She isn’t here. She left to minister to 
her son Bonzo, who is down with Ger- 
man measles at his school. But she rang 
up this afternoon and instructed nie to 
wire you to come and make a prolonged 
stay.” 

“You're pulling my leg.” 

“No, this is official.” 

“But what made her think of me?’ 

“There's something she wants you to 
do for her.” 


he can haye anything she asks, ev 
unto half my kingdom. What does she 

.” He paused, and a look of alarm 
came into face. “Don't tell me she 
wants me to present the prizes at Mar- 
ket Snodsbury Grammar School?” 

“No, no, nothing like that. The prizes 
this year will be distributed by Aubrey 
Upjohn.” 

Us a relief. How is he, by the 
You've met him, of course? 

Dh, yes, we got together, I spilled 
some tea on him.” 

“You couldn't have done better. 


ing forward to seeing that bare upper 
lip of his. Remember how it used to 
make us quail when he twitched it at 
us? IL wonder how he'll react when con- 
fronted with not only one former pupil 
but owo, and those two the very b 
that have probably haunted him in 
dreams for the last fifteen years. Mii 


as well unleash me on him now.” 
“He isn't here 
“You said he was.” 
“Yes, he was and he will be, but he 
isn’t. He’s gone up to London.” 
“Isn't anybody here?” 
“Certainly. There's Phyllis Mills —— 
ice girl.” 

—and Mrs. Homer Gream of New 
York Gity, N.Y., and her son Wilbert. 
id t me to the something 
Aunt Dahlia wants you to do for her.” 

1 was pleased, as 1 put him wise to the 
WilbertPhyllis situation and revealed 
the part he was expected to play in it, 
to note thi 


he showed no signs of be- 
ing about to issue the presidential veto. 
He followed the setup intelligently and 
when I had finished said that of course 
he would be only too willing to obli 
“Rely on me, Bertie,” he said. "We can’t 
have Phyllis tying herself up with a 
who on the evidence would appear to 
be nutty as a fruit cake. 1 will be about 
this Cream’s bed and about his board, 
spying out all his ways. Every time he 
lures the poor girl into a leafy glade, 1 
will be there, nestling behind some wild 
flower all ready to pop out and gum the 
game at the least indication that he is 
planning to get mushy. And now if you 
would show ine to my room, I will have 
hand brush-up so as to be all sweet 
and fresh for the evening meal. Does 
Anatole still do those timbales de vis 
de veau Toulousaine? 

‘And the sulphides a la 
rewisses.” 

‘There is none 1 said 
Kipper, moistening the lips with the tip 
of the tongue and looking like a woll 
that has just spotted its Russian peasane. 
“He stands alon 


créme 
de 


As T hadn't the remotest which rooms 
were available and which weren't, get- 
ting Kipper dug in necessitated ringing 
for Pop Glossop. 1 pressed the button 
and he appeared, giving me, as he en- 
tered, the sort of conspiratorial glance 
the acting secretary of a secret society 
would have given a friend on the mem- 
bership roll. “Oh, Swordfish,” 1 said, 
having given him a conspiratorial glance 
return, for one always likes to do the 
civil thing, “this is Mr. Herring, who 
has come to join our little group. 

He bowed from the waist, not U 
had much waist. “Good eve: 

“He will be stayi 
do we park him?” 

“The Red Room suggests itself, sir” 

“Will you escort Mr. Herring thither, 
Swordfish?” 


ig Some 


nd when you have got him in 
stalled, perhaps L could have a word 
with you in your pantry.” I said, gi 
him a conspiratorial ylance. 
‘Certainly, sir.” he responded, giv 
me a conspiratorial glance. It was a big 
evening for conspiratorial glances. 
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PLAYBOY 


I hadn't been wa 
Jong when he navigated over the 
threshold, and my first act was to con- 
gratulate him on the excellence of his 
technique. 1 had been much impressed 
by all that “Very good, sir,” “Certainly, 
* bowing-from-the-waist stuff. I said 
that Jeeves himself couldn't have read 
his lines better, and he simpered mod- 
esuly and said that one picked up these 
litle wicks of the uade [ror 
butler. “Oh, by the way," I sai 
did youget the Swordfish?” 
He smiled imdulgently. 
iss Wickhamn’s suggestion.” 
I thought as much. 
he informed me that she had always 
of one day meeting a buuer 
Swordlish. young 
lady. Full of fun. 

It may be fun for her 
one of my bitter laughs, “but it isn’t so 
diverting for the unfortunate toads be- 
neath the harrow whom she plunges so 
ruthlessly in the soup. Let me tell you 
what occured after I left you Uy 
noon,” Hf I do say so, 1 told my story 
well, omitting no detail however slight. 
It had him’ Blessany-soul-ing through- 
out, and when I had finished he said it 
must have been most unpleasant for me, 
nd I said that “unpleasant” covered the 


i in the panwy 


one’s 
d, “where 


own 


‘That was 


A cha 


“1 said with 


ter- 


altogether wise to entrust this very de 

cate operation. to. a young fellow like 
yourself. 1 am coming round to the view 
you put forward when we were discuss- 
ing the matter with Miss Wickham. You 
said, if you recall, that the enterprise 
should have been placed in the hands of 
4 mature, experienced man of the world. 
Lam, you will agree, manure, and 
earlier days 1 won no little pr 
my skill at hunt the slipper.” 

I looked a 
It seemed to me that there was but one 
meaning to be attached to his words. 
“You aren't thinking of having a pop 
at it yourself? 

That is precisely my intention, Mr. 
Wooster.” 

“Lord love a duck! 
he expression is new to me, but I 
gather from it that you consider my 
duct eccentric.” 

“Oh, I wouldn't say that, but do you 
realize what you letting yourself in 
for? You won't enjoy meeting Ma Cream. 
She has an eye like —what are those 
thin that have cyes? Basilisks. that's 
the name I was 
eye | a basilisk. Have you considered 
the possibility of haying that eye go 
through you like a dose of salts?” 

“Yes, [can envisage the peril. But the 
fact is, Mr, Wooster, I regard what has 
happened as a challenge. My blood is 
up. 


him with a wild sun 


ise. 


Mine froze.” 

And you may possibly not. believe 
me, but I find the prospect of 
fr. Cream’s-room quite’ enjoy 
joyable?” 

cs. In a curious way it restores my 
youth. It brings back to me my. pr 
paratory school days, when 1 would 
often steal down at night to the head. 
master's study to eat his biscuits.” 

I started. I looked at him with a 
kindling eye. Deep had called to deep, 
and the cockles of the heart were 
warmed, 
u 
He kept them in a tin on his des! 
‘You reilly used to do that at your 
prep school?” 

Many years ago 

“So did 1,” I said, coming within an 
ace of saying, “My brother!” 

He raised his bushy eyebrows, and 
you could see that his heart's cockles 
were warmed, too. 


‘Indeed? Fancy that. I had supposed 
the ginal with myself, but no 
doubt all over England today the ris 


generation is doing the same thing. So 
you too have lived in Arcady? What 
kind of bi were yours? Mine were 
mixed.” 

he ones with p 


on?" 
i ces, though s 
plain. 
“Mine were ginger nuts.” 


“Those ine very good, too, of course, 
but I prefer the mixed.” 

So do 1. But you had to take what 
you could get in those days. Were you 


dl to say never.” 

“Lo was once. I can feel the place in 
frosty weather still.” 
‘00 bad, But these things will hap- 
. Embarking on the present venture, 
I have the sustaining thought that if 
the worst occurs and Iam apprehended, 
I can scarcely be given six of ‘the best 
bending over a chair, as we used to call 
it. Yes, you may leave this little matter 
entirely to me, Mr. Wooster.” 
h you'd call me Bert 
“Certainly, certainly.” 
“And might I call you Roderick?” 
T shall be delighted.” 

“Or Roddy? Roderick’s 
mouthful.” 

“Whichever you prefer.” 

“And vou are really going to hunt 
the slippe' 

1 am resolved to do so. 

“Best of luck, Roddy.” 

ha you, Bertic.”” 


1 wi 


rather a 


If 1 had been taking Old Doctor 
Gordon's Bile Magnesia regularly, 1 
couldn't have felt more of an inward 


glow as I left him and headed tor the 
lawn to get the Ma Gream book and 
return it to its place on the shelves of 
Aunt Dahlia's boudoir. I got the book, 
ertaining after 1 


and 


Dahlia’s lair that there remained some 
20 minutes before it would be necessary 
to start getting ready for the evening 
meal, I took « seat and 


resumed my 
reading: I had had to leave off at a point 
where Ma Cream had just begun to spit 
on her hands and start filling che cus- 
tomers with pity and terror. But T hadn't 
put more than a couple of clues and a 
nere sprinkl wre under 
my belt, when the door few open and 
Kipper appeared. And as the eye rested 
on him, he too filled me with pity and 
terror, for his map was flushed and his 
manner distraught. He lost no time 
bursting into speech. “Bertie! Pve be 
hunting for you all over the place!” 

“Something wrong? 

“Something wion 

At this mon 


of human 


1 


1 Pop Glossop entered 
with the cocktails. Kipper drained his 
glass to the lees and seemed to become 
mer. When the door closed behind 
Roddy, and Kipper was at liberty to 
speak, he did so quite coherently. Tak- 
ing another beaker, he said: “Berti 
frightful. thing has happ. 

a third one, he added: 


most 


m, 
“Yes, you told me. 

black. . 
“LT wish it had stayed blac he said 


bitterly, “but it didn’t. After while 
the mists cleared, and I sat there seeuh 
ng with fury. And after I had secthed 
for a bit T rose from my chair, took pen 
in hand and wrote Bobbie a stinke 

“Oh. gosh!” 

“T put my whole soul into i 

“Oh, golly. 

“L accused her in set terms of giving 
me the heave ho in order that she could 
mercenarily marry a richer man. I called 
her a carrot-topped Jezebel whom I was 
thankful to have got out of my hai 
1... Oh, I can't remember wi else I 
aid but, as I say, it was a stinker.” 

“But you never mentioned a word 
about this when I met you 

“In the ecstasy of learning that that 
Times thing was just a ruse and that 
she Toved me still, it passed completely 
from my mind. When it suddenly came 
k to me just now, it was Ii 
in thé eye with 
I felt absolutely boneless. 
cnough strength to stagger to the tele- 
phone, 1 rang up Skeldings Hall and 
was informed that she had just arrived.” 

“She must have driven like an ineb 
ated racing motorist.” 

“No doubt she did. Girls will be girls. 
Anyw: she was there. She told me 
with a merry lilt in her voice that she 
had found a letter from me on the hall 
table and could hardly wait to open it. 
In a shaking voice [ told her not to. 

“So you were in time. 


e ger 
wet fish. I reeled 
But | had 


“In time, my foot. Bertie, you're a 
man of the world. You've known a good 
many members of the other sex in your 
What does a girl do when she is 
told not to open a letter?” 

“Opens it” 

y. 1 heard the envelope rip, 
t moment . .. No, I'd rather 
nk of i 

“She took umbrage?” 

“Yes, and she also nearly took my 
head off. She said she was thankful that 
1 to have got her out of my 
aiuse she was immensely relieved 
to have got me out of hers, and that I 
had made her very happy because now 
she was free to marry you, which had 
always been her dearest wish.” 

In this hair-raiser of Ma Cream's 
which I had been perusing there was a 
chap of the name of Scarface McColl, a 
gangster of sorts. who. climbing into the 
old car one morning and twiddling the 
starting key, went up in fragments owing 
to a business competitor’s having in- 
serted a bomb in his engine, and I had 
speculated for a moment, while reading, 
as to how he must have felt. 1 knew 
now. Just as he had done, I rose. I 
sprang to the door, and Kipper raised 
an eyebrow. 

Am I boring you?” he said rather 
stiflly. 

“No, no. But I must go and get my 
car.” 

"You going for a ride?” 


Keen 
“But it's nearly dinner time.” 
“I don’t want any dinner.” 


“Where are you going?” 

Herne Bay.” 

“Why Herne Bay?” 

Because Jeeves is there, and this 
thing must be placed in his hands with- 
out a moments delay.” 

What can Jeeves do 
That,” I said, “I cannot say, but he 
do something. If he has been eating 
plenty of fish, as no doubt he would at 

4 seashore resort, his brain will be at the 
top of its form, and when Jeeves’ brain 
is at the top of its form, all you have to 
do is press a button and stand out of the 
way while he takes charge.” 


| 


It’s considerably more than a step 
from Brinkley Court to Herne Bay, the 
one being in the middle of Worcester- 
shire and the other on the coast of Kent, 
and even under the best of conditions 
you don't expect to do the in a 
flash, On the present occasion, held up 
by the Arab steed’s getting taken with a 
fit of the vapors and haying to be towed 
to a garage for medical treatment, I 
didn’t fetch up at journey’s end till well 
past midnight And when I rolled 
round to Jeeves’ address on the morrow, 
I was informed that he had gone out 
early and they didn’t know when he 
would be back. Leaying word for him to 


ring me at the Drones, I returned to 
the metropolis and was having the pre- 
dinner keg of nails in the smoking room 
when his call came through. 

“Mr. Wooster? Good evening, sir. 
This is Jeeves 

‘And not a moment too soon,” I said, 
speaking with the emotion of a lost 
Jamb which after long separation from 
the parent sheep finally manages to spot 
it across the meadow. “Where have you 
been all this time?’ 

“[had an appointment to lunch with 
a friend at Folkestone, sir, and while 
there was persuaded to extend my visit 
in order to judge a seaside bathing- 
belles contest,” 
No, really? You do live, don’t you?” 
‘Yes, sir.” 

“How did it yo off?" 

“Quite satisfactorily, sir, thank you.” 

“Who won? 

“A Miss Marlene Higgins of Brixton, 
sir, with Miss Lana Brown of Tulsa Hill 
and Miss Marilyn Bunting of Penge 
honorably mentioned. All most attrac 
tive young ladies.” 


‘Extremely so. 

“Well, let me tell you, Jeeves, and 
you can paste this in your hat, shapeli- 
ness isn't everything in this world. In 
fact, it sometimes seems to me that the 
more curyed and lissome the members. 
of the opposite sex, the more likely they 
are to set hell's foundations quivering. 


I'm sorely beset, Jeeves. Are you listen- 
ing?” 

‘Yes, 
‘Then hold onto your h 
miss a word.” 

When I had finished, he said, “I can 
readily appreciate your concern, sir. The 
situation, as you say, is one fraught with 
anxiety,” which is pitching it strong for 
Jeeves, he as a rule coming through with 
a mere “Most disturbing, sir.” 

“I will come to Brinkley Court im- 
mediately, sir.” 

“Will you really? 1 hate to interrupt 
your holiday.” 

“Not at all, sir. 1 will call at the 
apartment at as early an hour tomorrow 
as is possible.” 

“And we'll drive down together. 
Right,” [ said, and went off to my sim- 
ple but wholesome dinner. 

Tt was wil well, not quite an up- 
lifted heart .. call ita heart lifted about 
halfway ... that I started out for Brink- 
ley on the following afternoon. The 
thought that Jeeves was at my side, his 
fish-fed brain at my dispos: 1, caused a 
spot of silver lining to gleam through 
the storm clouds, but only a spot, for 1 
was asking myself if even Jeeves might 
not fail to find a solution to the prob 
lem that had raised its ugly head. Ad- 
mittedly expert though he was at joi 
ing sundered hearts, he had rarely been 
up against a rift within the lute so com- 
plete as that within the lute of Roberta 


it and don’t 


“This mania for exaggeration, Miss Connor; does it 
limit itself only to your conversation?” 
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Wickham and Reginald Herring, and as 
1 remember hearing him say once, ‘tis 
Is to command success. And 
ht of what would ensue, 
were he to fall down on the assignment, 
I quivercd like something in aspic. I 
could not forget that Bobbie, while 
handing Kipper his hat, had expressed 
in set terms her intention of lugging me 
to the altar rails and signaling to the 
clergyman to do his stuff. So as I drove 
along, the heart, as I have indicated, was 
uplifted only to a medium extent. 
When we were out of the London traf- 
fic and it was possible to converse with- 
out bumping into buses and pedestrians, 
I threw the meeting open for debate. 
“You have not forgotten our telephone 
conversation of yestreen, Jeeves? 

“No, sir.” 
You have the salient points docketed 
pur mind?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
Have you been brooding on them?" 
es, sir.” 

“Got a bite of 

“Not yet, sir” 

“No, [ hardly expected you would. 
These things always take time.” 

“Yes, sir. 

“The core of 


ny sort?” 


the matter is,” 


“that in Roberta Wickham we are 
girl of high and haughty 


hen, 


hand haughty spirit 
along. This cimnot be 
them carrottopped 


need kidding 


done by callir 

Jezebels.” 

“No, sir.” 

1 know if anyone called me a carrot- 

topped Jevebel. umbrage is the first 

thing I'd take. Who was Jezebel, by the 

y? The name seems familiar, but I 

an’t place her 
“A character in the Old Testament, 


A queen of 
“OF course, yes tting my own 
me next. Eaten by dogs, wasn’t she?" 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Can't have been pleasant for her.” 
“No, sir.” 
MW. that's the way the ball rolls. 
Talking of being eaten by dogs, there's 
a dachshund at Brinkley who when you 


‘st meet him will give you the impres- 
on that he pking to convert you into 
ick between his regu 
I eyewash. His 


belligerent attitude is simply —" 


meals. 


attention. It’s 


swank. A few civi 
dhe will be grappling you 
‘s that expression T've heard 


words, a 


2. wh 
you use’ 
“Grappling me to his soul with hoops 
of steel, sir?” 
‘In the first wo minutes. He wouldn't 
hurt fly, but he has to put up a front 
because his name's Poppet. One can 


ly appreciate that when a dog hears 
himself addressed day in and day out 
Poppet, he feels he must throw his 
weight about. His self-respect. demands 


Precisel 
“You'll like Poppet. Nice dog. Wears 
his ears inside out. Why do dachshunds 
wear their ears inside out?” 
“I could not say, sit. 
“Nor me. I've often wondered. But 
this won't do, Jeeves. Here we are, yak 
king about Jezebels and dachshunds 
when we ought to be concentrating our 
minds on. . - 
1 broke off abruptly. My eye had been 
caught by a wayside inn, Well, not ex 
actly so much by the wayside inn as by 
what was standing outside it —to wit, 
arlet roadster which I recognized in- 
stantly as the property of Bobbie Wic 
ham. One saw what had happened. 
Driving back to Brinkley after a couple 
of nights with Mother, she had found 
the going a bit warm and had stopped 
off ut this hostelry for a quick one. And 
a very sensible thing to do, too. Nothing 
picks one up more dian a spot of sluic 
on a hot sunmer afternoon. 1 ap 
plied the brakes. “Mind waiting here a 
minute, Jeeves?” 
“Certainly not, 
to Miss Wickham? 
“Ah, you spotted her car?” 
“Yes, sir. It is distinctly individual 
Like its owner. I have a feeling that 
T may be able to accomplish something 


ir, You wish to speak 


the breach-healing way with a 
honeyed word or two. Worth tying, 
don't you think?” 

Unquestionably, sir.” 


At a time like this one doesn’t want 
to leave any avenue unturned.” The 
interior of the wayside inn—the Fox 
and Goose, not that it matters —was 
like the interiors of all wayside inns. 
dark and cool and smelling of beer. 
cheese, coffee, pickles and the sturdy 
English peasantry. Entering, you found 
yourself in a cozy nook with tankards 
on the walls and chairs and tables dotted 
hither and thither. On one of the chairs 
at one of the tables Bobbie was seated 
th a glass and a bottle of ginger ale 
before hei 

“Good Lord, Bertie,” she said as 1 
stepped up and whatho-ed, “where did 
you spring fro1 

I explained that I was on any way 
back to Brinkley from London in my 
car. 


“Be careful someone doesn’t pinch it 


Tl bet you haven't taken out the keys. 
“No, but Jeeves is there, keepir 
watch and ward, as you might say.” 
“Oh, brought Jeeves with 
you? I thought he was on his holiday.” 
He very decendy canceled it.” 
“Pretty feudal.” 
“Very. When L told him I needed 1 
at my side, he did't hesitate.” 
‘Why do you need him at your side?” 


you've 


im 


The moment had come for the 
honeyed word. I lowered my voice to a 
confidential murmur, but on her in 

iring if I had lavyngitis, raised it 
in. “I had an idea that he might be 
able to do something.’ 

“What about?” 

“About you and Kipper,” 
started to feel my way cautiously toward 
the core and center. “I must begin by 
saying that Kipper has given me a full 
eyewitness —well, carwitness I suppose 
you'd si eport of that chat you and 
he had over the telephone. He poured 
out his soul to me, and he hadn't been 
pouring long before I was able to see 
that he was cut to the quick. His blood 


I said, and 


pressure was high, his cye rolled in 
what they call a fine frenzy, and he 
was death where-isthy-sting-ing like no- 


body's busi 

I saw her quiver and kept « wary eye 
on the ginger ale bottle. But even if she 
ad raised it and brought it down on 
the Wooster bean, 1 couldn't have been 
more stunned than I was by the words 
that left her lips. “The poor lamb!” 

J had ordered a gin and tonic. | now 

spilled a portion of this. “Did you say 
poor lamb?” 
You bet I said poor lamb, though 
‘poor sap’ would perhaps be a better 
description. Just imagine him taking all 
that stuff I said seriously. He ought to 
Nave known IT didn't mean it.” 

I groped for the ist. “You were just 
making conversation?” 

“Well, blowing off steam. For heaven's 
sake, isn't a girl allowed to blow off 
steam occasionally? T never dreamed 
would really upset him. Reggie always 
takes everything so literally, 

“Then the laughing love god is once 
more working at the old stand?” 

“Like a beaver.” 

“In fact, to coin a_phr 
sweethearts still?” 

“OF course. | may have me: 
said at the time, 
minutes.” 

I drew a deep breath, and a moment 
later wished I hadn't, because 1 drew it 
while drinking the remains of my gin 
and tonic. “Does Kipper know of this?” 


ESS. 


€, you're 


nt what I 
but only for about five 


I said, when I had finished cougt 
“Not yet.” 
I raised a point on which I particu- 


larly desired assurance. “Then what it 
boils down to is — No wedding bells for 
me?" 
“Vm afraid not.” 
“Quite all right. 
you. 


Anything that suits 


don't 
bigamy. 
“No, one sces that. And your selection 
for the day is Kipper. J don’t blame you. 
The ideal mate.” 
“Just the way 1 look at it, He's ter- 
rific, isn’t he? 
“Colossal.” 


want to get jugged for 


“I wouldn't marry anyone else if they 
came to me bringing apes, ivory and 
peacocks. Tell me what he was like as 
a boy.” 

“Oh, much the same as the rest of us.” 

“Nonsense.” 

“Except, of course, for rescuing people 
from burning buildin; ving blue- 
eyed children from getting squashed by 
runaway horses." 

“He did that a lov?” 

“Almost daily.” 

‘Was he the Pride of the School?” 

“Oh, rather.” 

“Not that it was much of a school to 
be the pride of, from w he tells me. 
A sort of Dotheboys Hall, wasn’t iv” 

‘Conditions under Aubrey Upjohn 
were fairly tough. One’s mind reverts 
particularly to the sausages on Sunday.” 
Reggie was very funny about those 
He said they were made not from con- 
tented pigs but from pigs that had ex- 
pired, regretted by all, of glanders, the 
bots and tuberculosis 

“Yes, that would be quite a fair de 
scription of them, I suppose. You go- 
I said, for she had risen. 
an’t wait another minute. I want 
to fling myself into Reggie’s arms. If 1 
don’t sce him soon, I shall pass out. 

We went out together, and I saw her 
off and returned to where Jeeves kept 
his vigil in the car, all smiles. J was all 
smiles, | mean, not Jeeves. The best he 
ever does is to let his mouth wwitch 
slightly on one side, generally the left. 
7 was in rare fettle. and the heart had 
touched a new high. I don't know am 
thing that braces one up like. finding 
you haven't got to get married after all 
“Sorry to keep you waiting, Jeeves,” 1 
said. “Hope you weren't bored?" 

“Oh no, sir, thank you. I was quite 
happy with my Spinoz 

“Eh?” 

“The copy of Spinoza’s Ethics which 
you kindly gave me some time ago.” 

“Oh, ah, ves, L remember. Good stuff? 

“Exuemely, sir. 

“I suppose it turns out in the end 
that the butler did it. Well, Jeeve: 
you'll be glad to hear that everything's 
under control.” 

“Indeed, sir 

“Yes, rift in lute mended and wedding 
bells liable to ring out at any moment. 
She's changed her mind. 

“Varium et mutabile femina semper, 
sir. 


“I shouldn't wonder,” I said, climbiv 
in and taking the wheel. 


it Bri 


Ari 


~ ey in the quiet even- 
2 the old machine away 

garage, T noticed that Aunt 
car was there and gathered from 
the aged relative was around 
and about once more. Nor was I in 
error. I found her in her boudoir get- 


outside a dish of tea and a crum- 


fall and putti 
in the 


onmmand 


record 


for discriminating people 
who desire the finest 

in sound ... always—demand 
COMMAND 


PERSUASIVE 
PERCUSSION 


This is the most unusual record you 
have ever put on your turntable. 
What's on this record? 

MUSIC—not sound effects—but music. 
Brilliantly recorded music, played on fasci- 
nating percussion instruments with new and 
exciting tone textures; music planned and 
arranged to bring out the whole spectrum of 
sound on your stereo equipment even while 
it puts your system through a series of 
acoustical alignment tests—tests which will 
Tell you if your speakers are properly bal 
anced, if your pickup Is tracking correctly 
and if your pickup arm is balanced. We are 
sure that you will enjoy this record, both 
i$ a listening experience and as a. chal- 
lenge to your stereo system. PERSUASIVE 
PERCUSSION is the definitive record for 
checking out all aspects of your stereo 
sound system! 


Stereo #RS 800 SD....$5.98 
Monaural #RS 800..... 4.98 


also available in two track and four track 
tape—get complete Command Catalog from 


AWARD PUBLISHING CORP, 


Cleveland Place, Harrison, N. J. 


LINGUAPHONE | 


MAKES IT EASY TO LISTEN and LEARN to 


SPANISH (American or European) © 
GERMAN © ITALIAN © JAPANESE 
MODERN GREEK ICELANDIC 


lable at home 
inguaphone, T? 23- 
Higd, Beings the world’s best native Language 
teachers inte your henie on tine Ilfe-itke recordings 
You Itsten for Just 20 minutes a day You hear the 
everyday eanversntions of 8 to 12 Men and womed, 
Vou leain to speak quickly. earreetiy” by imitation, el 
Janie natural way You learned Enalish as a ebild 
Eaciting Business, Travel Opportunities Hors and 
Abroad. irsusphote le used the world over bs chou. 
fovernments business trims. Over a milion 
Students Send ford REL Book and Detalls of FREE Trial. 


89 


PLAYBOY 


90 


pet. She greeted me with one of those 
piercing view halloos which she had 
picked up on the hunting field in the 
s when she had been an energet 
chivvier of the British fox. It sounded 
like a gas explosion and went through 
me from stem to stern. I've never hunted 
myself, but IT understand that half the 
battle is being able to make noises | 
some jungle animal with dyspepsia, 
T believe that Aunt Dahlia in her p 
could lift fellow-members of the Quorn 
and Pytchley out of their saddles with 

single yip, though separated from 
them by two ploughed fields and a pin- 
ney. “Hullo, ugly,” she said. “Turned 
up again, have you? 
“Just this moment breasted the tape. 

“Been to Herne Bay, young Herring 
tells me. 

“Yes, to fetch Jeeves. How's Bonzo?” 

*Spotty but cheerful. What did you 
want Jeeves for?” 

“Well, as it turns out, his presence 
isn't needed, but I only discovered that 
when I was halfway here. I was bringing 
him along to meditate . . . no, it isn't 
meditate . . . to mediate, that's the 
word, between Bobbie Wickham and 
Kipper.” 1 briskly imparted the glad 
ngs, then asked, “Where’s Kipper? I 
should like to shake him by the hand 
and pat his back.” 

“He went on a picnic with Wilbert 
and Phyllis. 

The significance of this did not escape 
ng up stuff, ch? Right on the 


tantly 


is— keeping all cor 
under his eye.” 

“And if eve 
stantly 
Kleptor 

“The what?” 

“Haven't you been told? W 
pincher 

“How do you mean, « pind 

“He pinches things. Everything that 
isn’t nailed down is grist to his mill.” 

“Don't be an 

“Pm not being «an ass. He's got Unde 
‘Tom's cow-creamer.” 

“1 know 

“You know?” 

“OF course I know. 

“Beshrew me,” I sa 
prety calmly.” 

Well, what's there to get excited 
about Tom sold him the thing.” 

Whar” 

“Wilbert 


man needed to be con- 
it's the above 


under 


pert’s a 


you take it 


got in touch with him at 
Harrogate and put in his bid, and Tom 
phoned me to give it to him. Just shows 
how important that deal must be to 
‘Yom. I'd have thought he would rather 
have parted with his eyeteeth. 

I drew a deep breath, this time for- 
tunately unmixed with gin and tonic. I 
was profoundly stirred. “You mean,” 
© quavering like that of 
ura soprano, “that I went 
through that soul-shattering experience 


all for nothing?” 

“Who's been shattering your soul, if 
any?” 

“Ma Cream. By popping in while I 
was scarching Wilbert’s room for the 
loathsome object. Naturally I thought 
he'd swiped it and hidden it there. 

“And she caught you: 

“Not ance, but twice.” 
What did she s. 
he recommended that T take weat- 
ment from Roddy Glossop, of whose 
skill in ministering to the mentally 
fficted she had heard such good re- 
ports. One sees what gave her the idea. 
1 was halfway under the dressing table 


at the moment, and no doubt she 
thought it odd. 
“Berti How absolutely — priceles: 


The adjective “priceless” seemed to me 
an ill-chosen one, and I sitid so. But my 
words were lost in the gale of mirth 
into which she now exploded. 1 was 
about to tell her that what 1 had hoped 
for from a blood relation was sympathy 
and condolence rather than this crack 
ling of thorns under a pot, as it is some 
times called, when the door opened and 
Bobbie came in, The moment I cast an 
it seemed to me that there 
strange bout her aspect, 
this beazel presents lo the 
world the appearance of one who is 
feeling that if it isn’t the best of all 
possible worlds, iv's quite good enough 
to be going on with till a better one 
comes along. Varye, I mean, and anina: 


was someth 


Yormally 


Un- 
her lips, which were set in 
n Iine as if she had just been taking 
a suck at 


lemon, she 


“I came to get that book of Mrs 
Gream’s that I was reading, Mrs. 
Travers.” 

“Help yourself, child,” said the an- 


cestor. “The more people in this joint 
reading her stuif, the better. It all goes 
to help the composition.” 

“So you got here all right, Bobbie,” 1 
aid. “Have you scen Kipper? 

I wouldn't say she snorted, but she 
certainly sniffed. “Bertie,” she said in a 
voice straight from the fri will 
you do me a favor?” 


“OF course. What?” 

“Don't mention in 
my presence,” she said, and pushed off, 
the eyelids still weary. She left_me 


fogged and groping tor the inner mein- 
ing, and I could see from Aunt Dablia’s 


goggling eyes that the basic idea hadn't 
pt across with her cithes 
“Well!” she said. “What's all this? 1 
thought you told me she loved yor 
Herring with a passion like boili 

*That was her story.” 

“The oil seems to have gone off the 
boil. Yes, sir, if Uiat was the language 
of love, I'll cat my hat,” said the blood 
relation. “Chey must have had another 
fight.” 


“It does look like it," I agreed, “and 
I don’t understand how it can have hap- 
pened. The thing to do when you want 
the low-down is to go to the fountain 
head and get it straight from the horse's 
mouth. Kipper can solve this myster 
Tl pop along and find him.” 1 was, 
however, spared the wouble of popp 
for at this moment he entered left 
ter. 


‘Oh, there you are, Bertie.” he s 
ard you were back. 1 was looking 
for you.” He had spoken in a low, husky 
sort of way, like a voice from the tomb. 
“What's all this 
stuff between you and Bobbie, Kipper 
I said, and when he said, “Oh. nouh 
rapped the table sharply and told him 
To cut out the coy stuff and come clean. 
“Yes,” said Aunt Dahlia, “what's hap- 
pened. young Herring 
I think for a moment he was about to 
draw himself up with hauteur and 
that he would preler, if we didn’t mind, 
not to discuss his private affairs, but 
when he was halfway up he caught Aunt 
Dahlia's eye and returned to positio 
one. Aunt Dahlia’s eye, while not in the 
same class as that of my Aunt 
who is known to devour her you 
conduct human sacrifices at the time of 
the full moon, has lots of authority. He 
subsided into a chair and sat there 
looking filleted. 
‘Well, if you must know,” he 


stained rel 


as much, You do 
people rats if love still 

“But it’s only an hour or so.” I 
I left her outside « hostelry called 
< and Goose, and she had just 

giving you 4 rive notice. What 
came unstuck? What did you do to the 
gn?” 
‘Oh, nothing.” 
‘Come, come 

“Where 1 went v 1, still 
speaking in that low, husky voice as if 
he had been a ghost suffering from ¢ 
tarrh, “was in getting engaged to Phyllis 
Mills.” 

“What! 1 cried. 

“Why on earth did you do that?” sai 
Aunt Dahlia. 

He shifted uneasily m his chair, like 
sin che pans. 
P at the time,” he 
1. “Bobbie had told me on the tele: 
phone that she never wanted tw speak 
to me again in this world or the next, 
and Phyllis had been telling me that, 
while she shrank fom Wilbert Cream 
because of his murky past, she found 
him so mag that she knew sl 
wouldn't be able to refuse him if he 
proposed, and J had been commissioned 
to stop his proposing, so I thought the 
simplest thing to do was 10 
to her myself. So we talked it ov 
reached # thorough under 


assume 


ng.” he 


netic 


hav 


binding o side, we an- 
nounced it to 
“Very shrewd,” Dahlia. 


“How did he take it? 

“He reeled.” 

“Lot of reeling there's been in this 
bus * 1 said. “You reeled, if you 
recollect, when you remembered you'd 
written that letter to Bobbie. 

“And I reeled again when she sud- 
denly appeared from nowhere just as | 
was kissing Phyllis.” 

I pursed the lips. Getting a bit Trench, 
this sequence, it seemed to me. “There 
was no need for you to do that.” 

“No need, perhaps, but 1 wanted to 
make it look nittural to Cream.” 

“Oh, I sec. Driving it home, 
were?” 

“That was the idea. Of course 1 
wouldn't have done it if 'd known that 
Bobbie had changed her mind and 
wanted things to be as they were before 
that telephone conversation. But 1 
didn’t know. It’s just one of life’s little 
ironics. You get the same sort of thing 
in Thomas Hardy.” 

I knew nothing of this T. Hardy of 
whom he spoke, but [saw what he meant. 

“Didn't you explain?” 

He gave me a pitying look. “Have you 
something to a 
than 


as it 


I wok his point. “What happened 
then?” 

“Oh, she was very ladylike. Talked 
amiubly of this and that till Phyllis had 
left us, Then she started in. She said 
she had raced here with 4 heart over 
llowing with love, longing to be in my 


arms, and a jolly surprise it was to find 
those arms squeezing the suiffing out of 
another and _. . Oh, well, a Jot more 


along those lines. The trouble is, she’s 
always been a bit squigele-eyed about 
jand she held 
were a shade too 
in it, of cours 
Well, if you want to know what I 
think.” said Aunt Dahlia, But we never 
did get around to knowing what she 
thought, for at this moment Phyllis 
came in. 


Phyllis, because in Switzer 
the view 


that we 


Giving the wench the once-over as she 
entered, I found myself well able to 
understand why Bobbie on observing 
her entmgled with Kipper had ex- 
ploded with so loud a report. Em not 
myself, of course, an idealistic girl in 
love with a member of the staff of the 
Tlausday Review and never have been, 
but if 1 were I know I'd get the me- 
grims somewhat severely i 
in a dinch with anvone as personable 
as this stepdaughter of Aubrey Upjohn. 

y on the 1.Q., physically 
she was a pip of the first water. Her 
eyes were considerably bluer than the 


for though sha 
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skies above, she was wearing a simple 
summer dress which accentuated rather 
than hid the graceful outlines of her 
figure, if you know what I mean, and 
it. was not surprising that Wilbert 
Cream, seeing her, should have lost no 
time in reaching for the book of poetry 
ing a beeline with her to the 
aly glade. “Oh, Mrs. Travers, 
she said, spotting Aunt Dahlia, “I've 
just been talking to Daddy on the tele- 
phon 

This took the old 
ight off the tangled affairs of the Kip- 
perBobbie axis, to which a moment 
before she had been according her best 
attention, and I didn’t wonder. With 
the prize-giving at Market Snodsbury 
G School, a function at which 
all that was bravest and fairest in the 
nei 


ncestor's mind 


mimi 


ghborhoed would be present, only 
two days away, she must have been get 
ting pretty uneasy about the continued 
absence of the big shot slated to address 
the young scholars on ideals and life in 
the world outside, If you are on the 
board of gow nd have 
ted to supply an orator for the 
day of the year, you can be for- 
given for feeling a wifle jumpy when 
you learn that the silver-tongued one 
has gadded off to the metropolis, leaving 
no word as to when he will be retw 
ing, if ever. So now she quite 
ke a rose in June 


nors of a school 


blossomed 1 asked 
if the old blister had mentioned any- 
thing about when he was coming back 

“He's coming back tonight. He si 
he hopes you haven't been worrying.” 

“Oh, does he? Well, ve a piece of 
news for him. I have been worrying. 


“Why can't you crave wate 


"He’s been seeing his lawy 
this libel action h 
the Thursday Review 


at these words. Sometimes 
was 10, sometimes only si 
whichever it was he unquestio 
came up from the padded seat like i 
athlete competing in the Siting H 
nt. Scarface McColl couldn't 
nippily. 

“Against the Thursday Review?” 
Aunt Dahlia. “That’s your rag, isn’t it, 
young Herring? What have they done 
to stir him up?” 

“Its this book Daddy wrote about 
preparatory schools. H 1 book 
about preparatory schools. Did you 
know he had written a book about pre- 
paratory schools? Well, the Thursday 
Review said something libelous about 
it, and Daddy's lawyer says the jury 
ought to give Daddy at least five thou 
and pounds. Because they libeled I 
So he's been in London all this time 
his lawyer he’s coming back to- 
Il be here for tne prize-giv 
ant I've got his speech all typed out 
ready for him, Oh, there’s my p 

said Phyllis, as a distant bark- 
He’s asking for 


wrote 


fluted, and buzzed off on the e 
mercy. 
A brief s 
ure. 
“T don't care what you 5; said Aunt 
Dahlia at length in a defiant sort of 


like other castaways?” 


. “Brains aren't everyth: 
1, sweet girl. I love her like a daugh- 
and to hell with anyone who Gilly 
alf-wit. Why, hallo,” she 
ceeded, seeing that Kipper was slumped 
hack in his air trying without much 
success to hitch up a drooping lower 
i “What's eating you, young Her- 


She's a 


T could see that Kipper wis 
shape for conversation, so took it upon 
myself to explain. 

“A certiin stickiness has arisen, 
relative. You heard what P. 
before going to minist 
Those words tell the story. 
What do you mean?” 
The fac dily stated. Upjohn 
wrote this slim volume, which. if you re- 
call, was about preparatory schools, and 
in it, so Kipper tells me, said chat the 
time spent in these establishments w: 
the happiest of our lives. Ye Ed pa 
it on to Kipper for comment, and he, 
remembering the dark di 


wed 
Mills said 
to Poppet. 


House, Bramley-o1 
were plucking the gov 


slated it with no unce in hand. Cor- 
rect, Kipper?” 


He found speech, if you could call 


making a noise like a buffalo t 
foot out of a swamp finding speech. 
“But, dash it,” he said, findin 


more w: 


perfectly legi 
ism. TF didn’t mince my words, of course.” 
It would be interesting to find out 
wl these unminced words were.” said 
Aunt Dahlia, “for among them there 
appear to have been one or two which 
seem likely to set your proprietor back 
dof the best and bi 
y out and go to M 
jon and see 
hookstall has a copy of this week's... 
No, wait, hold the line, C. 
order. I shan’t be a minute, 
and went out, leaving me totally fogged 
to what she was up to. What aunts 

up to is never an easy thing to 
divine. 

I wned to Kipper. “Bad show,” 1 
said. From the way he writhed [ gath 
ered that he was feeling it could scarcely 
be worse. “What happens when an edi- 
torial assistant on a weekly paper lets 
the bosses in for substantial libel ds 
ages?” 

He was 
gets the push and. whi 
preity damned difficult to |: 
job. He's on the black lise. 
buried his face in his hand: 
are apt to do when contemplating a 
future that’s a bit on the bleak side, 
when the door opened, to reveal not, as 
1 id expected, Aunt Dahlia, but 
Bobbi 

“L got the wrong book.” she said. 
“The one I wanted was — 

‘Then her eye fell on Kipper 
stiffened in every lim! 


ST. 


He bad just 
as fellows 


ind she 


she said haughtily, as if of 
fended by this glimpse into the under- 
world, and even as she spoke a hollow 
groan burst from Kipper's interior and 
he raised an ashen face. And at the 
sight of it, the haughtiness went out of 
Roberta Wickham with a whoosh, to be 
replaced by all the old love, sympathy, 
womanly tenderness and what not, and 
she bounded at him Il leopardess 
ng together with a lost cub. “Reg- 
gic! Oh, Reggie! Reggie, darling, what 
* she cried, her whole demeanor 
ing a marked change for the 
better, She was, in short, melted by his 
distr s so often happens with the 
female sex. She turned on me with 
I snarl. “What have you been do- 
ag to the poor lamb?” she demanded, 
iving me one of the nastiest looks seen 
that summer the midland counties, 
and I had just finished explaining that 
it was not I but Fate or Destiny that had 
removed the sunshine from the poor 
Jamb’s life, when Aunt Dahlia returned. 
She h; her hand. 

“I was right,” she said. “I knew Up- 
john’s first move on getting a book 
published would be to subscribe to a 
press-cutting agency. I found this on 
the hall table, I's your review of his 
slim volu e Herring, 
run an eye over it I'm not surpri 
that he’s a little upset. I'll read it to 
you.” She cleared the throat and waded 
in. It concluded as follows: “ ‘Aubrey 
Upjohn might haye taken a different 
view of preparatory schools if he had 
done a stretch at the Dotheboys Hall 
conducted by him at Malvern Hou: 
Bramley-on-Sea as we had the misfor- 
tune to do. We have not forgotten the 

usages on Sunday, which were made 
not from contented pigs but from pigs 
which had expired, regretted by all, of 
glanders, the bots and tuberculosis.” 

Until this passage left the 
tive’s lips Kipper had been sitting with 
the tips of his fingers together, nodding 
from time to time as much as to say 
“Caustic. ves, but perfectly legitimate 

i but on hearing this excerpt 
he did another of his sitting high jumps. 
lowering all previous records by several 
inches. It occurred to me as a 
thought that if all other sources of 
come failed, he had a promising future 
as an acrobat. “But I never wrote that!” 
he gasped. 

Well, it's here in cold print,” 

“Why, that’s libelous!” 

“So Upjohn and his legal eagle seem 
to feel. And IT must say it reads like a 
pretty good five thousand pounds worth 
to me. 

“Let me look at that.” yipped Kipper. 
“I don’t understand this. No, half a 
second, dar \ » Later. [ want 
to concentrate,” 1, for Bobbie had 
flung herself on him and was clinging to 
him like the ivy on the old garden wall. 

“Reggie!” she wailed — yes, wail’s the 


ne, you 


‘Tt was me!” 


“That thing Mrs. Travers just read. 
You remember you showed me the proof 
at lunch that day and told me to drop 
it off at the office, as you had to rush 
along to keep a golf date. I read it again 
after you'd gone, and saw you had left 
out that bit about the sausages — acci 
dentally, 1 thought—and it seemed to 
me so frightfully funny and cleyer tha 

- Well, I put it in at the end. J felt it 
just rounded the thing off. 

There was silence for some moments. 
Whether or not the idea of taking Bob- 
bie’s neck in both hands and wvisting 
it into a spiral floated through Kipper’s 
mind, [ cannot say, but if so it 
merely the idle dream of a couple of 
seconds or so, for almost immediately 
love prevailed. She had described him 
a lamb, and it was with all the mild- 
ness for which lambs are noted that he 
now spoke. “Oh, I see. So that’s how 


The Thwsday Review 
y’t the only paper in London. If they 
fire me, CH accept employment clse- 
wher 

This scarcely squared with what he 
had told me about being blacklisted, 
but I forbore to mention this, for 1 
Ww that his words had cheered Bobbie 
up considerably 

“OL course!” 
would be glad to have 
like you.” 

“They'll fight like tigers for his serv- 
ngs along. “You 
don't find a chap like Kipper out of cir- 
culation for more than a day or so.” 

“You're so clever.” 


she said. “Any paper 


valuable man 


Ah, yes. Kipper has what it takes, 
all right. 

“All the same, 
think 


said Aunt Dahlia, “I 
when Upjohn cs you 
better do all you can to ingratiate your 
self with hi 
res.” Ts: 
per. and there 
the thing off.” 

“Bound to.” 
can resist you 

“Well, let’s hope y 
In the meantime,” 
don’t get that whiskey and soda soon, 
I shall disintegrate. Would you mind if 
I went in search of it, Mrs. Travers?” 

“It’s the very thing I was about to 
suggest mysell. Dash along and drink 
your fill, my unhappy young stag at eve.” 
» feeling rather like a restorative, 
said Bobbie. 


Exert the charm, Kip- 
sa chance he might call 


Bob! 


right, d 
tid Kipper. 


“Me also," I said, swept along on the 
tide of the popular movement. “Though 
I would advise,” I said, when we were 


outside, “making it port. More authority. 
We'll look in on Swordfish. He will pro- 
ide.” 

We found Pop Glossop in his pantry 
polishing silver, and put in our order. 
He seemed a little surprised at the in- 
rush of such a multitude, but on learn- 
ing chat our tongues were hanging out, 
obliged with a bottle of the best, and 
fter we had done a bit of tissue-restor- 
ing, Kipper, who had preserved a brood- 
ing silence since entering, rose and left 
us, saying that if we didn’t mind he 
would like to s¢ apart for a while. I 
« Pop Glossop give him a sharp look 
as he went out and knew that Kipper’s 
demeanor had roused his professional 
interest, using him to scent in the 
young visitor a potential customer. Tact- 
fully w: till the door had closed, he 
said: “Is Mr. Herring an old friend of 
yours, Mr. Wooster? 

“Bertit 

“T beg your pardon. Bert 
known him for some ce?” 

“Practically from the eg; 

“And is Miss Wickham a friend of 
his: 

Reggie Herring and [ are engaged, 
Sir Roderick.” said Bobbie. 

Her words seemed to scal the Glossop 
lips. He said “Oh?” and began to talk 
about the weather and continued to do 
so until Bobbie, who since Kipper’s de- 
parture had been exhibiting signs of 
restlessness, said she thought she would 
go and sec how he was making out. Find- 
ing himself de-Wickhamed, he unsealed 
his lips without delay: “I did not like 
to mention it before Miss Wickham, as 
she and Mr. Herring are engaged, for 
one is always loath to occasion any 


ic. You have 


just now.” 
Nevertheless —" 

“Let me tell you something, Roddy. 
If you were as up st it as he is. 
you'd have a neurosis, too.” And feeling 
that it would do no harm to get his 
views on the Kipper situation, I un- 
folded the tale. “So you sce the posi- 
tion.” T concluded. “The only w: 
can avoid the fate that is worse than 
death — viz. letting his employers get 
nicked for a sum beyond the dreams 
of ice —is by ingratiating himself 
with Upjohn, which would seem to any 
thinking man a shot that’s not on the 
board. | mean, he had four years with 
him at Malvern House and didn't in 
gratiate himself once, so it’s difficult to 
sce how h to start doing it now. 
Tt seems to me the thing's an i 
French expression 

To my surprise, inst 
the tongue and wa 


y he 


ad of clic 
geling the 


head 
ely to indicate that he saw the 
stickiness of the dilemma, he chuckled 


si 


fatly, as if having spotted an amusin, 
side to the thing which had escaped me. 
Having done this, he blessed his soul, 
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which was his way of saying Gorblimey. 
“It really is quite extraordinary, my 
dear Bertie," he said, “how associating 
with you restores my youth. Your lightest 
back old mem- 
ories. I find myself recollecting episodes 
n the distant past which 1 have not 
thought of for yews and years. Thi 
matter of the problem confronting your 
friend Mr. Herring is a case in point. 
While you were telling me of his tou- 
bles, the mists shredded away, the hands 
of the clock turned back, 


word scems to bring 


chester and Bertha’ 
Simmons, who at that time resided in 
Putey. He was in the imported lard 
and butter business.” 

“The  whitt-was-t 

ain?” 
He repeated the cast of characters, 
d me if] would care for another drop 
of port. a suggestion with which I read- 
ily fell in, and proceeded. “George, a 
young man of volcanic passions, met 
Bertha Simmons at a danc Putney 
Town Hall in aid of the widows of de- 
ceased railway porters and became in- 
stantly enamored. His love was returned. 
When he encountered Bertha next day 
in Putney High Sucet, and, withing her 
olf to a confectioner's for an ice cream, 
offered her with it his hand and heart, 
she accepted them enthusiastically, But 
there was an obstacle, and a yery serious 
one. George was a swimming i 
at the local baths, and Mr. Simmons had 
higher views for his daughter. He for- 
bade the marriage. I am spe 
course, of the days when fathers did 
forbid marriages. It was only when 
George saved him from drowning that 
he relented and gave the young couple 
his consent and blessing.” 

“How did that happen?” 

“Perfectly simple. 1 took Mr. Simmons 
for a stroll on the riverbank and pushed 
him in, and George, who was waiting 
i nto the water and 
pulled him out. Naturally I had to un- 
dergo a certtin amount of criticism of 
my clumsiness, but 1 was glad to sacri- 
fice myself to help a friend, and the re- 
sults, as far as George was concerned, 
were of the happiest. And what crossed 
my mind, as you were telling me of Mr. 
Herring's desire to e himself 
with Mr. Upjohn, was that a similar— 
is ‘setup’ the term you young fellows 
usc? — would answer in his case. All the 
facilities are here at Brinkley Court. 
In my rambles about the grounds I have 
noticed x small but quite adequate lake, 
and ... well, there you have it, my dear 
Bertie. 1 throw it out, of course, merely 
as a suggestion.” 

His words left me all of a glow. When 
T thought how Thad misjudged him 
the days when our relations had been 
distant, I burned with shame and re- 


her, old Mr. 


strange affair 


ingrat 


ble that I could 
this admirable 


morse. It seemed incred. 
ever have looked on 
loony-doctor as the menace in the tres 
ment. What a lesson, I felt, this aRenit 
teach all of us that a man muy have at 
bald head and bushy eyebrows and still 
remain tt heart a jovial sportsman and 
one of the boys. There was about an 
inch of the ruby juice nestling in my 
he finished speaking | raised 
ker in a reverent toast. I told him 
A hit the bull's-eye and was entitled 
ar or coconut eeacltig to hoe 


toa ci 


my pananeth mmedi addled. 
“Can Mr. Harring swim? 
“Like several fishes.” 
We parted with mutual expres 


of good will, and it was only after I 
emerged into the summer that I 
remembered I hadn't told him that Wil 
bert had purchased, not pinched, the 
cow-creamer, and for a moment I 
thought of going back to appr 
But J thought again, and d 
things first, id to myself, 
item at the top of the agenda paper was 
the bringing of a new sparkle to Kip- 

eyes. Later on, I told myself, would 
nd carried on to where he and 
Bobbie were ing the lawn with 
bowed heads. It would not be long, I 
anticipated, before 1 would be bringing 
those heads up with 
error. Their enthusiasm was un- 
stinted. Both agreed unreservedly that 
Upjohn had the merest spark of hu- 
man feeling in him, which of course had 
g was in the 


as 1 


jerk. Nor v 


With self all eagerness 
for the work in hand, straining at the 
leash, as you might say, and full of the 
will to win, it came as a bit of a damper 
when I found on the following alter- 
noon that Jeeves didn’t think highly of 
Operation Upjohn. [told him about it 
just before starting out for the uyst, 
feeling that it would be helpful to have 
his moral support, and was stunned to 
see that his manner was austere and 
even pufkfaced. “Was this Miss Wi 
ham’s idea, sir?” he inquired. 

No. J agree that it sounds like one 
of hers, but actually it was Sir Roderick 
Glossop whe suggested it, By the way, 
you were probably surprised to find 
him butding here.” 

“It did occasion me a 
astonishment, but Sir 
plained the circumstance 
ing that if he didn’t let you in 
it, you might unmask him in front 
of Mrs. Gream?” 

No doubt, sir. He would nannally 
wish to take all precautions. 1 gathered 
from his remarks that he has not yet 
reached a definite conclu 
the mental condition of Mr. 
“No, he’s still observing. 


and enthusiasm 


momentary 
Roderick — ex- 


on regard 
Cream 
Well, as I 


say, it was from his fertile bean that the 
ng. What do you think of it?” 
Mbadvised, sir, in my opinion. 

I was amazed. “But it worked without 
aw hitch in the case of Bertha Simmons, 
George Lanchester and old Mr, Sim- 
mons. 

Very possibly, sir. 

“Then why this defeatist attitude: 

“It is merely a feeling, sir, due prob- 
ably to my preference for finesse. I mi 
trust these elaborate schemes. One can- 
not depend on them. As the poet Burns 
says, the best laid schemes 0° mice and 
men gang aft agley.” 

It was with a good deal of warmth 
that I came back at him. “So you think 
the poct Burns would look askanc 
this enterprise of ou do you? Well, 
you can tell him from me he’s an ass. 
We've thought the thing out to the last 
detail. Miss Wickham asks Mr. Upjohn 
to come for a stroll with her. She leads. 
him to the lake. 1 am standing on the 
brink, ostensibly taki look at the 
fishes playing reeds. Kip- 
per, ready to the last button. is behind 
ng tree. On the cuc ‘Oh, 
from Miss Wickham, accompanied 
by business of pointing with girlish ex- 
citement at something in the water, Up- 
john bends over to peer. I push, Kip- 
per dives in, and there we are. Nothing 

possibly go wrong.” 
Just as vou say, sir. 
that feelin 

The blood of the Woosters is hot, and 
1 was about to tell him in set terms 
what I thought of his bally fecling, 
when I suddenly spotted what it was 
that was making him cab the act. The 
green-eyed monster had bitten him. He 
was miffed because he wasn’t the brains 
behind this binge, the blueprints for it 

ing been laid down by a rival. Even 


t the 


mo: 


But I still har 


great men have these weaknesses. So. 1 
held back the acid crack 1 might have 
made, and went off with a mere “Oh, 


yeah?” No sense in twisting the knife 
in the wound, [ mean. 

All the same, 1 remained a bit hot 
under the collar, because when you're 
all strung up and tense and all that, the 
last thing you want is people upsetting 
you by ringing in the poet Burns. 1 
hadn't told him, but our plans had al- 
realy nearly been wrecked at the out- 
set by the unfortunate circumstance of 
Upjohn’s, while in the metropolis, hay- 
ing shaved his mustache, this causing 
Kipper to come within a toucher of los 
his nerve and calling the whole th 


ng, 


ng 
off. The sight of that bare expanse or 
steppe of flesh beneath the nose, he said, 
did something to him, bringing back the 
days when he had so often found his 
blood turning to ice on beholding it. 
It had required quite a series of pep 
talks to revive his manly spirits. 
However, there was good stuff in the 
lad, and though for a while the tempera- 
ture of his feet had dropped sharply, 


threatening to reduce him to the status: 
of a non-cooperative cat in an adage, 
3:30 Greenwich mean time he was at 
his post behind the selected tree, re. 
solved to do his bit. He poked head 
round the tree as I arrived, and when I 
waved a cheery hand at him, waved a 
fairly cheery hand at me. Though I only 
caught a glimpse of him, I could sce 
that his upper lip was still, There being 
no signs as yet of the female star and 
her companion, | deduced that I was a 
bit on the early side. 1 it a cigarette and 
stood awaiting their cau 
pleased to note that conditions could 
scarcely have been better for the coming 
water féte. Too olten on an English 
summer day you find the sun going be- 
hind the cloudy and a nippy wind 
springing up from the northeast, but 
this afternoon was one of those still. 
sultry after when the slightest 
movement brings the persp in beads to 
the brow, an afternoon, in short, when 
it would be « positive pleasure to be 
shoved into “Most refreshing,” 
Upjohn would say to himself as the 
cool water played about his limbs. I was 
nding there running over the stage 


pools 


lake. 


directions in my mind to see that 1 had 
ar, when I beheld Wil 


got them all cl 
Hert Cream approaching. the dog Poppet 
curvetting about his ankles. On seeing 
me, the hound rushed forward with un- 
couth cries as was his wont, but on 
heaving alongside and geting a whiff of 
Wooster Number Five calmed down, 
and T was at liberty to attend to Wil- 
bert, who 1 could sce desired speech 
with me. He was looking, I noticed. 
fairly green about the gills. and he con- 
veyed the same suggestion of having 
just swallowed a bad oyster which I had 
observed in Kipper on his arrival at 
Brinkley. Jt was plain that the loss of 
Phyllis Mills, goofy though she unques- 
tionably was, had hit bh a shrewd wal- 
lop, and I presumed that he way coming 
for sympathy and heart balm, 
which I would have been only 100 
pleased 1 dish out. I hoped, of course, 
that he would make it crisp and remov 
himself at an early date, for when the 
moment came for the balloon to go up 
I didn’t want to be hampered by an 
audience. It was not, however, on the 
subject of Phyllis that he proceeded to 
touch: “Oh, Wooster,” he said, 
talking to my mother a night or wo 
ago. 
‘Oh, yes sith a slight wave 
of the hand intended to indicate that 
if he liked to talk to his mother aw 
where, all over the house, he had my 
approval. 
‘She tells 


to me 


“Twas 


me you are interested in 


I didn’t like the wend the convers 
tion king, but 1 preserved my 
aplomb, “Why. yes, lairly interested 

“she says she found you tying to 
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PLAYBOY 


catch one in my bedroom!" 
Yes, that’s right.” 
“Good of you to bother.” 
“Not at all. Always a pleasure. 
“She says you seemed to be making a 
very thorough search of my room.” 
“Oh, well, you know, when one sets 
hand to the plough: 
‘You cidn’t find a mouse?” 
“No, no mouse. Sorry.” 
“L wonder if by any chance you hap- 
to find an 18th Century cow- 


he" 

“A silver jug shaped like a cow.” 

“No. Why, was it on the floor some- 
where?” 

“It was in a drawer of the bureau. 

“Ah, then, IT would have missed it 

“You'd certainly miss it now. It's gone.” 

“Strange. 

“Very strange.” 

1 had spoken with all the old Wooster 
coolness, and I doubt if a casual ob- 
server would have detected that Bertram 
was not at his ease, but I can assure my 
public that he wasn't by a wide margin. 
My heart had leaped in the manner 
popularized by Kipper Herring and 
Scarface McColl, crashing against my 
front teeth with a thud which must have 
been audible in Market Snodsbury. A 
far less astute man would have been 
able to divine what had happened. Not 
nowing the score owing to having 
missed the latest stop-press news and 
looking on the cow-creamer purely in 
the light of a bit of the swag collected 
by Wilbert in the course of his larcenous 
career, Pop Glossop, all zeal, had em- 
barked on the search he had planned to 
make, and intuition, developed by years 
of hunt the slipper, had led him to the 
right spot. Too late I regretted sorely 
that, concentrating so tensely on Oper- 
ation Upjohn, I had failed to place the 
facts before him. 

“I was going to ask you,” said Wil- 
bert, you think I should inform Mrs. 
“Travers.” 

“Oh, I wouldn't do that.” 

“Why not?” 

“Might upset her. 

“You consider her a sensitive plant?” 

“Oh, very. Rugged exterior, of course, 
you can’t go by that. No, I'd just 
wait awhile, if I were you. I expect it'll 
turn out that the thing's somewhere you 
put it but didn't think you'd put it. I 
mean, you often put a thing somewhere 
nd think you've put it somewhere else 
nd then find you didn't put it some- 
where else but somewhere. I don't know 
if you follow me?” 

“T don't.” 

“What I mean is, just stick around 
and you'll probably find the thing.” 
You think it will return?” 

I do. 
“Like a homing pigeon?” 
“That's the idea.” 


“Oh?” said Wilbert, and turned away 
to greet Bobbie and Upjohn, who had 
just arrived on the boathouse landing 
stage. I had found his manner a little 
peculiar, particularly that last “Oh?” 
but I was glad that there was no lurking 
suspicion in his mind that I had taken 
the bally thing. He might so easily have 
got the idea Unde Tom, regretting 
having parted with his ewe lamb, had 
employed me to recover it privily, thi: 
being the sort of thing, I believe, that 
collectors frequently do. Nevertheless, 
1 was still much shaken, and I made a 
mental note to tell Reddy Glossop to 
slip it back among his effeas at the 
earliest possible moment. I shifted over 
to where Bobbie and Upjohn were 
standing, and though up and doing 
with a heart for any fate, couldn't help 
getting that feeling you get at times like 
this of having swallowed a double por- 
tion of butterfires. “Hullo, Bobbie,” T 
said. 

“Hullo, Bertie,” she said. 
{ullo, Upjohn,” I said. 

The correct response to this would 
have been “Hullo, Wooster,” but he 
blew up in his lines and merely made a 
noise like a wolf with its big toe caught 
in a trap. Seemed a bit restive, I thought, 
as if wishing he were elsewhere. 

Bobbie was all girlish 


imation. 


“T've been telling Mr. Upjohn about 


big fish we saw in the lake yester- 


fish.” 


“Very well-developed.” 
brought him down here to show it 
to him. 

“Quite right. You'll enjoy the big fish, 
Upjohn.” 

I had been perfectly correct in sup- 
posing him to be restive. He did his 
wolf impersonation once more. “I shall 
do nothing of the sort,” he said, and 
you couldn't find a better word than 
“testily” to describe the way he spoke. 
“It is most inconvenient for me to be 
away from the house at this time. J am 
expecting a telephone call from my 
lawyer.” 

“Oh, T wouldn't bother about tele- 
phone calls from lawyers,” I said heart- 
ily. “These legal birds never say any- 
thing worth listening to. Just gab gab 
gab. You'll never forgive yourself if you 
miss the big fish, You were saying, Up- 
john?” I broke off courteously, for he 
had spoken. 

“I am saying, Mr. Wooster, that both 
you and Miss Wickham are laboring un- 
der a singular delusion in supposing 
that I am interested in fish, whether 
¢ or small, I ought never to have 
left the house. I shall return there at 
one 

“Oh, don't go yet," I said. 
for the big fish,” said Bobbie. 
d to be along shortly, 
ny moment now,” said Bobbie. 


Her cyes met mine, and I read in them 
the message she was trying to convey — 
viz. that the time had come to act. She 
bent over and pointed with an eager 
finger. “Oh, look!" she cried. 

This, as I had explained to Jeeves, 
should have been the cue for Upjohn 
to bend over, too, thus making it a 
ple task for me to do my stuff, but he 
didn't bend over an inch. And why? 
Because at this moment the goof Phyllis, 
suddenly appearing in our midst, said: 

“Daddy dear, you're wanted on the 
telephone 

Upon which, stand not on the or- 
der of his going, Upjohn was off as 
propelled from a gun. He couldn't have 
moved quicker if he had been the 
dachshund Poppet, who at this juncture 
was running round in circles, trying. if 
I read his thoughts aright, to work off 
the rather heavy lunch he had had 
earlier in the afternoon. One began to 
sce what the poet Burns had 
As far as Bobbie and 1 were concerned, 
silence reigned, this novel twist in the 
scenario having wiped speech from our 
lips, as the expression is, but Phyllis 
continued yocal: “I found this darling 
pussycat in the garden,” she said, and 
for the first time I observed that she was 
ing Augustus in her arms. He was 
ing. a bit disgrunded, and one 
could readily see why. He wanted to 
catch up with his sleep and was being 
kept awake by the endearments she w: 
murmuring in his ear. She Jowered him 
to the ground. “I brought him here to 
talk to Poppet. Poppet loves cats, don’t 
you, angel? Come and say how-’you-do 
to the sweet pussykins, darling.” 

1 shot a quick look at Wilbert Cream, 
to see how he was reacting to this. It 
was the sort of observation which might 
well have quenched the spark of love 
in his bosom, for nothing tends to cool 
the human heart more swifuy dun 
baby talk, But so far from being re- 
volted he was gazing yearningly at her 
as if her words were music to his ears. 
Very odd, I felt, and I was just saying 
to myself that you never could tell, 
when J became aware of a certain liveli- 
ness in my immediate yicin At the 
moment when ugustus touched ground 
and curling himself into a ball fell into 
a light doz, Poppet had completed his 
10th lap and was preparing to start on 
his 11th. Seeing Augustus, he halted in 
mid-stride, smiled broadly, turned his 
ears inside out, stuck his tail str: 
at right angles to the parent body and 
bounded forward, barking merrily. T 
could have told the silly ttitude 
was all wrong. Roused abruptly from 
slumber, the most easygoing cat is apt 
to wake up cross. Already Augustus 
had much to endure from Phyllis, who 
had doubtless jerked him out of dream- 
land when scooping him up in the gar- 
den, and all this noise and heartiness 


king, out just as he had dropped off 
in put the lid on his sullen mood. 
He spat peevishly, there was a sharp 
yelp, and something long and brown 
came shooting between my legs, preci 
tating itself and me into the depths. 
The waters closed about me, and for an 
ant I knew no mor 

When I rose to the surface, 1 found 
that Poppet and 1 were not the only 
bathers. We had been joined by Wilbert 
Cream, who had dived in, seized the 
hound by the scruff of the neck, and 
was towing him at a brisk pace to the 
shore. And by one of those odd coinci- 
dences I was at this moment seized by 


the serufl of the neck myself. 


Us all right, Mr. Upjohn. keep quite 
cool, keep quite . . . What the hell are 
you doing here, Bertie?” said Kipper, 
for it was he. | may have been wrong, 
but it seemed to me that he spoke 
petulantly. 

1 expelled a pint or so of A, 


sO. “You 


may well I said, moodily detaching 
a water beetle from my hair. “1 don’t 


know if you know the meaning of the 
word ‘agley, Kipper, but that, to put 
it in a nutshell, is the way things have 


hing the mainland some mo- 
ments Luter and squelching back to the 
house, nied by Bob! 
couple of Napoleons squelchir 
from) Moscow, we encountered Aunt 
Dahlia, who, wearing that hat of hers 
that looks like one of those baskets you 
Gury fish in, was mi about in the 
herbaceous border by the tennis lawn. 
She gaped at uy dumbly for perhaps five 
seconds, then uttered an ejaculation, 
far from suitable to mixed company, 
which she had no doubt picked up 
from a fellow-Nimrod in her hunting 
days. Having got this off the chest, she 
said: “What's been going on in this 
joint? Wilbert Cream came by here just 
how, soaked to the eyebrows, and now 
you two appear, leaking at every seam. 

ing water polo 


with your clothes on? 
“Not so much water polo, more that 
seaside bathing belles stuff.” I said. “But 
it’s a long story, and one feels that the 
cagey thing for Kipper and me to do 
now is to nip along and get into some 
dry things, not to linger conferring with 
you—much," 1 added courteously, “as 
we always enjoy your conversation.” 
“The extraordinary thing is that I 


saw Upjohn not long ago. and he was 


as dry asa bone. How was tha? Couldn't 
you get him to play with you? 

“He had to go and talk to his lawyer 
on the phone.” I said, and leaving Bob- 
bie to place the facts before 
sumed our squelching. And I was in my 
room, haying shed the moistened outer 
(rust and substituted something a bit 
more sec in pale flannel, when there 
was a knock on the door. I flung wide 
the gates and found Bobbie and Kipper 


her, we re- 


on the threshold. The first thing I no: 
ticed about their demeanor was the 
strange absence of gloom, despondency 
and whamot. I me i 
was little more than a quarter of an 
hour since all our hope 
had taken the knock, one would have 
expected their hearts to be bowed dow 
with weight of woe, but thei 
pect was one of buck and opt 
occurred to me as a possible solution 
that with that bulldog spiric of ne 
admiuing defeat which has ma 
Englishmen —and, of course, 
women —whit they are, they had de 
cided to have another go along the 
same lines at some future date, and 1 
ked if this was the case. The answer 
was in the negative. Kipper said No, 
there was no likelihood of geuing Up: 
john down to the lake again, and 
Bobbie said that even if they did, 
wouldn't be any good, because I would 
be sure to mess things up once more. 
This stung me, I confess. “How do you 
mein, mess things up? 

“You'd be bound to tip over you 
flat fect and fall in, ws you did tod 

Pardon me,” I said, preserving with 
an effort the polished suavity demande 
from an English gentleman when chew 
ing the rag with one of the other sex, 
“you're talking through the back of your 
fatheaded little neck. T did not trip over 
iny flat feet. [was hurled into the depths 
by an Act of God, to wit, a totally un 
expected dachshund getting between 
my legs, If you're going to blame any 


whole 


one, blame the goof Phyllis for bringing 
Augustus there and calling him in his 


hearing a sweet pu Nauurally 
made him sore and disinclined to sta 


cd 


any lip from barking dogs.” 
Yes," said Kipper, always the staunch 
pal, “it wasn't Bertie’s fault, angel. Say 


what you will of dachshunds, their pe 
culiar shape makes them the eas 
breed of dog to wip over in existence. 1 
feel that Bertie emerges without a stain 
on his character, But doesn't re 
ter, because your aunt, Berti 
suggested a scheme that’s just as 
as the Lanchester ng, if not 
better. She was telling Bobbie about the 
time when Boko Fittleworth was trying 
to ingratiate himself with your Uncle 
Percy, and you very sportingly offered 
to go and call your Uncle Percy a lot 
of offensive names, so that Boko, hover 
outside the door, could come in and 
stick up for him, thus putting himself 
in solid with him. You probably remem- 
ber the incident?” 

red. I remembered the incident 


“She thinks the same treatment would 
work with Upjohn, and I'm sure she's 
right. You know how you feel when you 
suddenly discover you've a real friend, a 
fellow who thinks you're terific and 
won't hear a word st you, It 
touches you. If you've had anything in 
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the nature of a prejudice against the 
chap, you change your opinion of him. 
You feel you can’t do anything to injure 
such a sterling bloke, And that’s how 
Upjohn is going to [eel about me, Berti 
when I coi and lend him my symp: 
thy and support as you stand there call 
ing him all the names you can think of. 
You must have picked up dozens from 
your aunt, She used to hunt, and if you 
hunt, you have to know all the names 
there are because people are always 
riding over hounds and all that. Ask her 
to jot down a few of the best on a hall 
sheet of notepaper.”* 

“He won't need th 
“He’s probably got them a 
away in his mind.” 

“OF course. Leamed them at her knee 
as a child, Well, that’s the setup, Bertie. 
You await your opportunity and corner 
Upjohn and tower over him —— * 


t,"" said Bobbi 
1 tucked 


“As he crouches in his chair,” inter- 
jected Bobbie. 
—and shake your finger in his face 


and abuse him roundly. And when he’s 
quailing beneath your scorn and wish- 
ing some friend in need would inter 
vene and save him from this terrible 
ordeal, I come in, having heard all. 
Bobbie suggests that | knock you down, 
but J don’t think I could do that. The 
recollection of ow ancient friendship 
would mike me pull my punch. I shall 
simply rebuke you. ‘Wooster,’ shall 
say, “I am shocked. Shocked and 
tounded. I cannot understand how you 
can talk like that to a man I have al- 
ways respected and looked up 0, a man 
in whose preparatory school I spent the 
happiest years of my life. You strangely 
forget yourself, Wooster.” Upon which, 
you slink out, bathed in shame and con- 
fusion, and Upjohn thanks me brokenly 
and says if there is anything he can do 
for me, L have only to name it 

1 still think,” said Bobbie, “you 
ought to knock him down.” 

“Having endeared myself to 
thus —" 

“Much more box office.” 

“Having endeared myself to him thus, 
T lead the conversation round to the 
Vibel suit. 

“One good pi 
do it.” 

‘I say that [ have seen the current 
issue of the Thursday Review, and TL can 
quite understand his wanting to mule 
1 in substantial damages, but 
Mr. Upjohn.’ I ‘that 


him 


nch in the eye would 


money, to retrench, and the w: 
it retrenches i 
more junior me 


ay 
by getting rid of the 
nbers of its staff, You 
wouldn't want me to lose my job, would 
Mr. Upjohn? He starts. “Are you 
on the staf of the Thursday Review? 
he says. ‘For the time being, y 
“But if you bring that suit, I sh 
neils in the street.” This i 

jent. Looking into his eyes, 


you 


I can see that he is thinking of that five 
thousand quid, and for an instant quite 
naturally he he ‘Then his beter 
self prevails. His cyes soften. They fill 
with tears. He chisps my hand. He tells 
me he could use five thousand quid 
well as the next man, but no money 
the world would make him dream of 
doing an injury to the fellow who cham- 
pioned him so stoutly against the louse 
Wooster, and the scene ends with our 
going off together to Swordfish’s pantry 
for « drop of port, probably with our 
mis round each other's waists, ind that 
night he writes a letter to his lawyer 
telling him to call the suit off. Any 
questions?” 

“Not from me,” 


chirped Bobbie. “It 
isn't as if he could find out that it was 
you who wrote that review. It wasn’t 
signed.” 

No, thank heaven for the editorial 
austerity that prevented that." 

“T can't see a flaw in the scenario, 
He'll have to withdraw the suit.” 

“In common decency, one would 
think. The only thing that remains is 
to choose a time and place for Berie vo 
operat 
No time like the present, 
gested, 

“But how do we locate Upjohn?” 

“He's im Mr. ‘Travers’ study. I saw 
him through the French window.” 

“Excellent. Then, Bertic, if you 
ready..." 

It will probably have been noticed 
that during these exchanges I had tak 
no part in the conversation. This w 
because I was fully occupied with en- 
visaging the horror that lay before me. 
The ordeal would whiten my hair from 
the roots up and leave me a mere shell 
of my former self, but it was one that 
T must go through. Mine not to reason 
why, as the fellow said. So I uttered a 
rather husky “Right ho" and t 
to think of how the Upjohn face looke 
without its mustache. For what chilled 
the fect most was the mental picture of 
that clean-shaven upper lip which he 
had so often twitched at me in what are 
called days of yore. Dimly, as we started 
off for the arena, 1 could hear Bobbie 
saying “My hero!” and Kipper asking 
anxiously if I was in good voice, but it 
would have ta fat lot more than 
my heroing and solicitude about my 
vocal cords to restore tone to Bertram's 
nervous system. I was, in short. feeling 
like an inexperienced novice going up 
against the heavyweight champion when 
in due course I drew up at the study 
door, opened it and tottered in, It was 
than a year since J had been it 
side this sanctum, and I had forgotten 
how extraordinarily like its interior 
to that of Aubrey Upjohn’s lair 
Malvern House. Discovering this now 
and seeing Aubrey Upjohn seated at the 
desk as I had so often seen him sit on 


she su 


“d not 


mor 


the occasions when he had sent for me 
to discuss some recent departure of 
mine from the straight and narrow 
path, 1 found what little was left of my 
sang-fioid expiring with a pop. And at 
the same time [ spotted the flaw in this 
scheme I had undertaken to sit in on — 
viz, that you can't just charge into a 
room and start calling someone names — 
ut of a blue sky, as it were. You have 
to lead up to the thing. So I said “Oh, 
hullo,” which seemed to me about as 
good as you could have by way of an 
opener. “Reading?” I inquired. 

He lowered his book—one of Ma 
1's. 1 noticed —and flashed an up- 
p at me. 

“Your powers of observation have not 
led you astray, Wooster. I am reading.” 

“Interesting book? 

“Very. | am counting the minutes u: 
til T can resume its perusal undis- 
turbed.”” 

I'm pretty quick, and I at 
spotted that the atmosphere was not of 
the utmost cordiality. He hadn’t spoken 
matily, and he wasn't eying me matily. 
His whole manner seemed 10 suggest 
that he felt that 1 was taking up space 
in the room which could have been bet- 
ter employed for other purposes. How- 
ever, I persevered, “I see you've shaved 
off your mustache.” 
have. You do not feel, I hope, chat 
I pursued a mistaken course?” 

“Oh no. rather not. I grew a mus. 


once 


tache myself last year, but had to get 
rid of it.” 
“Indeed?” 


“Public sentiment was against it 

“I see. Well. [ should be delighted to 
hear more of your reminiscences, 
Wooster, but at the moment I am ex- 
pecting a telephone call from my 


lawyer. 


nt you'd had one. 
“T beg your pardon?” 
“When you were down by the lake, 

didn’t you 


But when I reached the tele 
phone, he had grown tired of waiting 
nd had rung off. I should neve 
allowed Miss Wickham to take me away 
from the house. 

“She wanted you to see the big fish.” 

“So 1 understood her to say.’ 
ing of fish, you must have been 
surprised to find Kipper here.” 

“Kippa?” 

“Herring.” 

“Oh, Herring,” 
spotted the 
tion in hi 
started to fh 


have 


he said, and one 
almost total lack of anima- 
voice. Conversation had 
3, When the door flew open 
and the goof Phyllis bounded in, full of 
girlish excitement. 

‘Oh, Daddy," she burbled, “ 
busy?” 
‘No, my di 
‘Can I speak to you about some- 


€ you 


ant, He didn't want me 
around. There was nothing for it but to 
core out through the French w 
T coved, and had hardly got outside 
when Bobbie sprang at me like a 
leopardess. 

“What on earth are you foolin 
for like this, Bertie?” she 
pered. “AML that rot about 
It you'd be well into it by d 


low, so 


ee tbout 
stage-whis- 


taches. 1 


I pointed out that as yet Aubrey Up: 
john had not given me a cue. 
dl your cues! 

“AIL right, me and my cues. Bue I've 
got to sort of lead the conversation in 
the right direction, haven't 12 

“I see whit Bertie means, dis 
Kipper 

“IE you ask me, he’s lost h 
knew this would happen. The w 
got cold feet.” 

T could have crushed her by drawing 
her attention to the fact that worms 
don't have Leet, cold or piping hot, but 
Thad no wish to bandy words: “I must 
sk you, Kipper.” I said with frigid 
dignity, “to request your girlfriend to 
preserve the decencies of debate. My 
feet are not cold. [am as intrepid as 3 
i nd only too anxious to get down 
ass tacks, but just as Ty 
round to the res, Phyllis came 
said she had something she 
speal 

Bobbie snorted again. this time in a 
despaining sort of way. “She'll be there 
for hours. It’s no zood waiting. 

No.” said Kipper. “M 
it off for the moment, We'll let vou 
know time and place of next fixture, 
Bertie.” 


sa 


nerve. T 
am has 


ol" 


“Oh, thanks.” T said. and they drifted 
away. A couple of 


utes later, as 1 
stood there brooding on Kippe 
case, Aunt Dahlia came along 
glad to see her. 1 thought she might pos- 
sibly come across with aid und comfort. 
As she approached, T got the impression 
a her own brow had for some reason 
tiken it on the chin. Nor was [ mis- 
taken. 
“Berti 
ine and 
wrought 1 

“No, wh 

“TIL tell, you wh: said 
relati rapping out a sha 
svllaby sshe might have uttered 
in her Quorn and Pytchley on ob- 
serving a unit of the pack of hounds 
cha bbit. “Th 
gone and got engaged 
Cream!” 


she said, heaving to beside 
¢ a trowel in an. over 
umer, “de you know what? 


the 
Pp 


Her words gave me quite 
don’t say I reeled, and everything didn't 
actually go black, but T was shaken, as 
what nephew would not have been? 


wallop. 


When a loved aunt has sweated herself 
to the bone uying to save her godchild 
from the clutches of a New York 
der and learns that all her well- 
meant efforts have gone blue on her, it’s 
only natural for her late brother’s son 


“You don't m 
told yo 
“she did. 
“In perso 
“In the flesh. She came | 


pping to 
me just now. clapping her little hands 


and ble: 
she w. 
young. 


bout how very, very happy 
dear Mrs. Travers. The silly 
nearly conked her one 
with my wowel. I'd always thought her 
half-baked. but now [ think they didn’t 
even put her in the ove 
did it h: 
“Apparently that dog of hers j 
nthe water.” 

“Yes. that’s right. he took his dip with 
the rest of us. But what's that got to do 
with i2” 

“Wilbert Gream dived 
him.” 


n and saved 


He could have 
well under his ow 


cot ashore perfectly 
In fact. he 


{ wouldn't occur to a pinhead 
like Phyllis. To her, Wilbert Cr is 


the man who rescued her dachshund 
from a watery grave. So she’s going to 
marty him. 

But you don't m 
they rescue dachs 


ry fellows because 


ty like 


" But that’s how it goes. Girls 
Phyllis Mills are an open book to 
For four years 1 was. if you re 
etor and editress of 
for women.” She wa 
alluding to the periodical entitled 
Milady's: Boudoir. “I dov't suppose. 
she continued, “that you were a regular 
reader, so for your information there 
appcared in each issue a short story. and 
in seventy percent of those short stories 
the hero won the heroine’s heart by sav- 
ing her dog or her cat or her canary 
whatever foul animal or bird she hap: 
pened to possess. Well, Phyllis didn’t 
write all those stories, but she ¢: 
might have, for unat’s the way her mi 
works. When I say mind,” said the blood 
relation, “I refer to the quarter-te: 
spoonful of slate-colored gravy which 
you might possibly find in her head if 
you sank an artesian well.” 

“Upjehn’s the bird 1 blame,” said 
Berwin. 


me. 
her. the propri 


Te 


weel paper 


“Just a reminder, folks . . . Spider Smith 


does not use Gillette Blade. 


pm 
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“Me, too. And am I going to tell him 
so! I'd give a tenner to have Aubrey 
Upjohn here at this moment. 
“You cin get him for nothing, He's 
Uncle Tom's study.” 

Her face lit up. “He is?” She threw 
her head back and inflated the lung 
“UPJOHN! she boomed, rather like 
someone calling the cattle home across 
the sands of Dee, and I issued a kindly 
word of warning: 

“Watch that blood pressure, old an- 
cestor.” 

“Never you mind my blood pressure. 
You let it alone, and itll leave you 
alone. UPJOHN!” 
ppeared in the French window, 
cold and severe. “Who is mak- 
able noise? Oh, it’s you, 
hed to see me 
Yes, but not the way you're looking 
now. I'd have preferred you to have 
fractured your spine or at least to have 
broken a couple of ankles and got a 
touch of leprosy. 

“My dear Dahlia!” 


) not your dear Dahlia. I'm a 
seething volcano. Have you seen 
Phyllis?” 


he has just left me? 

“Did she tell you?” 

“That she was engaged to Wilbert 
Cream? Gertainly.” 

“And T suppose you're delighted: 
“OF course Tam. 

"Yes, of course you are! I can well 
magine that it’s your dearest wish to 
see that unfortunate girl become the 
wife of a man who lets off stink bombs 
in nightclubs and pinches the spoons 
nd has had three divorces already and 
who, if the authorities play their cards 
right, will end up cracking rocks in Sing- 
ig. That is, unless the loony-bin gets 
its bid in first. Just a Prince Charming, 
you might sa 

“1 don’t understand you.” 

“Then you're an ass.” 

“Well, really!” said Aubrey Upjohn, 
and there was a dangerous note in his 
voice. I could see that the relative's 
manner, which was not affectionate, and 
her words, which lacked cordiality, were 
peeving him. It looked like an odds-on 
shot that in another two ticks he would 
be instructing her to bend over while 
he fetched his whangee. You can push 
ory schoolmasters just so 


“A fine way for Jane’s daughter to 
end up. \ Broadway Willie! 

“Broadway Willie?” 

“That's what he led in the circles 
in which he moves, into which he will 
now introduce Phyllis. ‘Meet the moll,’ 
he'll say, and then he'll teach her in 
twelve casy lessons how to make stink 
bombs, and the children, if and when, 
will be trained to pick people’s pockets 
as they dandle them on their knees. 
And you'll be responsible, Upjohn!” 


“If I might be allowed to make a re- 
k, my dear Dahlia," he said, “I 
think we are talking at cross purposes. 
You appear to be under the impression 
that Phyllis is marrying Wilbert’s 
younger brother Wilfred, the notorious 
rounder whose exploits haye caused the 
family so much distress and who, as you 
are correct in saying, is known to his 
disreputable friends as Broadway Willie. 
Wilfred, I a; , would make — and on 
three successive occasions has made —a 
most undesirable husband, but no one 
to my knowledge has ever spoken a de- 
rogatory word of Wilbert. | know lew 
young men who are more generally 
respected. He is a member of the faculty 
of one of the greatest American uni- 
over in this country on his 
I. He teaches romance |; 


mi 


versilies, 
sabbatica 
guages.” 

The old girl gulped like a bulldog 
trying to swallow a sirloin steak many 
sizes too large for its the 
“You mean there are two of them?” 
Exactl 
And Wilbert isn’t the one | thought 
he was?" 


jon of af- 
to a nicety. You will appreciate 
y Dahlia,” said Upjohn 
speaking with considerable unction, 
that’s the word, “that your concern, 
though doing you the greatest credit, has 
been needless. 1 could wish Phyllis no 
better husband. Wilbert has looks, 
brains, character. . . and excellent pros- 
pects,” he added, rolling the words 
round his tongue like vintage port. 
“S1is futher, I should imagine, would 
be worth at Jeast twenty million dollars, 
and Wilbert is the elder son. Yes, most 
satisfactory, most...” As he spoke, the 
telephone rang, and with a quick “Ea!” 
he shot back into the study like a hom- 
ing rabbit. 
y perhaps a quarter of « minute 
after he had passed from the scene the 
ed relative stood struggling for utter 
ance. At the end of this period she 
found speech. “OF all the damm silly 
theaded things!" she — vo ited. 
Vith a million ruddy names to choose 
fom, these ruddy Gre: one 
ruddy son Wilbert and the other ruddy 
son Wilfred, and both these ruddy sons 
are known as Willie. Just going out of 
their way to mislead the innocent by- 
stander, You'd think people would have 
more consideration.” 

Again 1 begged her to keep an cye 
blood pressure and not get so 
worked up, and once more she brushed 
me off, this time with a curt request 
that I go and boil my head. “You'd be 
worked up too if you had just been 
scored off by Aubrey Upjohn, with that 
loathesome sel-satished look on his face 
as if he'd been rebuking a pimply pupil 
at his beastly school for shuffling his 


“You have grasped the posi 


fa 
now, my 


is call 


on he: 


feet in church . .. My God! He's with 
us again!” 

And A. Upjohn was indeed filtering 
through the French window. “Dahlia!” 
he... yes, better make it vociferated 
once more, I’m pretty sure it’s the word 
T want. 

Now what?” 

Just as Aunt Dahlia had done, Aubrey 


Upjohn struggled for utterance, “I have 
just been speaking to my lawyer on the 


telephone,” he said, getting goi 
a short stage wait. “I had asked h 
make inquiries and ascertain the name 
of the iuthor of that libelous attack on 
me in the columns of the Thtsday 
Review. He did so, and has now in 
formed me that it was the work of my 
former pupil, Reginald H 

He paused at this point, to let us 
chew it over, and the heart sank. Mine, 
I mean. Aunt Dablia’s seemed to be 
son much as usual. She seratched 
her chin with her rowel, and said: “Oh, 


alter 
m to 


ving. 


Upjohn blinked, as if he had been 
expecting something better than this 
the way of sympathy and concern. 
“Ist I you can sav? 
“That's the lot.” 
“Oh? Well, 1 am suing 
dam: nd furthermore, 1 re 


the paper for 


fuse to remain in the same house with 
ovs, OF 
1 go.” 
1 could see Aunt Dahlia swelling 
slowly like a chunk of bubble gum, and 
a less prudent man than Bert 


Wooster would have warned her 
about her blood pressure. “I beg your 
pardon?” she said. 

He repeated the key words. 

“Oh?” said the relative, and went off 
with 4 pop. I could have told Upjohn 
he was asking for it. Normally as genial 
a soul as ever broke biscuit, this sunt. 
when stirred, cin become the haughtiest 
whose wrath 


of grandes dames befor 
the stoutest quail, and she doesn’t, like 
some, have to use a lorgnette to reduce 
the citizenry to pulp. she does it all with 
the naked eye. “Oh?” she said. “So you 
haye decided to revise my guest list for 
me? You have the nerve, the — the —" 
needed helping out. “Audac- 
id, throwir 

The wudacity to ¢ 
T shall have in my 
have been “whom, 
“You have the ——~* 

Crust,” 1 suggested. 

“—the immortal rind.” she amended 
and Thad to admit it w 
tell me whom" —she got it right that 
time —"1 om entertain at Br 
Court and whe 
may, nov? Very well, if you feel unable 
to breathe the same air as my friends. 
you must pl 


her the line. 
ne who 
(It should 
but T tet it 


“Well spoken of in the Automobile 
Guide,” 1 said. 

I shall go there,” said Upjohn. “I 
shall go there as soon as my things are 
packed. Perhaps you will be good 

to tell your butler to pack them.” 
He strode off, and she went into Uncle 
Tom's study, me following, she still 
She rang the bell. Jeeves 


sured. 


madam: 

“Oh? Well, would vou mind paci 
Mr. Upjohn’s things, Jeeves? He is 
ng us.” 


leav 


Very good, mada 
“And you can ¢ 


ive him to Market 
Snodsbury, Bert 

“Right ho,” I said. not much Ii 
the assignment, but liking less the idea 
of endeavoring to thwart this incan 
descent aunt in her current frame of 
mind. 

It isn’t much of a run from Brinkley 
Court to Market Snodsbury, and T de. 
posited Upjohn atthe Bull and Bush 
and started mep-hing homeward in 
what you might call a trice. We parted. 
of course, on rather distant terms, but 
the great thing when vou've got an 
Upjohn on your books is to part and 
not be fussy about how it’s done, and 
had it not been for all this worry about 
Kipper, for whom I was now mou: 
in spirit more than ever, I should have 
been fecling fine. I could see no happy 
issue for him from the soup in which he 
was immersed. No words had been ex- 
anged between Upjohn and self on 
the journey out, but the glimpses I had 
caught of his face from the corner of the 
eye had told me that he was grim and 
resolute. his supply of the milk of 
human kindness plainly short by several 
gallons. No hope, it scemed to me, of 
tur him from his fell purpose. I g: 
raged the car and went to Aunt Dah 
sanctum to ascertain whether she had 
cooled off at all since [ left her. for 
Twas still anxious about that blood pres: 
sure of hers. One doesn’t want aunts 
going up in a sheet of flame all over the 
place. She wasn't there. having, I learned 
later, withdrawn to her room to bathe 
her temples with eau de cologne and do 
yoga deep-breathing, but Bobbie was, 
and not only Bobbie but Jeeves. He was 
handing her something in an envelope. 
and she was saying “Oh, Jecves. vou've 
ved a human life.” and he 
Not at all, miss.” The gist, of course. 
escaped me, but I had no leisure to 
probe into gists. 

“Where's Kipper?” I asked, and was 
surprised to note that Bobbie was danc- 
ing round the room on the tips of her 
toes uttering animal cries, apparently 
ecstatic in their nature. 

“Reggie?” she said, suspending the 


saving. 
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went for a walk: 
“Does he know that Upjohn’s found 


mt told h 
“Then we ought to be in conference.” 
About Upjohin’s libel action? Is all 
right about that. Jeeves has pinched his 
speech.” 

1 could make nothing of this. It 
seemed to me that the girl spoke 
riddl 

“Have you an imped 
speech, Jeey 


ing, does the 


Miss 
Wpescript of 
Upjohn 
scholars of Ms 
School, sir.” 

I started. “You don’t mean — ?" 

“Yes, he docs,” said Bobbie, resuming 
the Ballet Russe movements. 
told him to pack Upjohn's bags, 
first thing he saw when he smacked into 
it was the speech, He trousered it and 


is to the 
speech which Mr. 
tomorrow to the 
ket Snodsbury € 


the 


an 


brought it along to m 
I raised an eyebrow. “Well, really, 
Jeeves! 


1 deemed it best, 
‘And did you deem right id Bob- 
bic, executing a Nijinsky whareveriv’s- 
called. “Either Upjohn agrees to drop 
that libel suit or he doesn’t get these 
notes, as he calls them, and without 
them he won't be able to utter a word. 
He'll have to come across with the price 
of the papers. Won't he, Jeeves?” 

“He would appear to have no alterns 
tive, miss.” 

“Unless he wants to get up on that 
platform and stand there openin 
shutting his mouth like a goldfish. We've 
got him cold.” 

“Yes, but half a second,” I said. T 
spoke reluctantly. I didn’t want to damp 
the young ball of worsted in her hour of 
joy, but a thought had occurred to me. 
“F see the idea, of course. I remember 
Aunt Duhlia telling me about this 
strange inability of Upjohn's to be silver- 
tongued unless he has the material in 
his grasp, but suppose he says he’s ill 
and can’t appear?” 

“He won't. 

“T would.” 

“But you aren't trying to get the Con- 
servative Association of Market 
Snodsbury division to choose you as their 
candidate at the coming by-election. 
Upjohn is, and it’s vitally important for 
him to address the multitude tomorrow 
and make a good impression, because 
half the selection committee have sons 
at the school and will be there, waiting 
to judge for themselycs how good he is 
Tast ne nee stut- 
n't discover it till the 
time came for him to dish it out to the 


the 


constituents, They don’t want to make 
a mis 

“Yes, I got you now,” I said. I remem- 
bered that Aunt Dahl 1 spoken to 
me of Upjohn’s political ambition 
So that fixes that,” said Bobbie. “His 
future hangs on this speech, and we've 
got it and he hasn't. We ike it fom 
there. 
*And what exactly is the procedure?” 
“That's all arranged, He'll be ri 
up why moment now, making inquiries. 
When he does, you step to the telephone 
and outline the position of affairs to 
him.” 


© this tim 


m 
Me? 
“Yhat'’s right. 
Why me? 
Jeeves deems it best.” 

Well, really, Jeeves! Why not Kip- 


He 
not on speakin: 
formed me, 

“So you can se 
if he heard R¢ 
hang up hai 
work to do a 
in your every word. 

“But, dash it 

‘The telephone at this moment tinkled, 
diverting my mind from the point at 
issue. The sound sent a sudden chill 
through the Wooster limbs, for I knew 
what it portended. Bobbie, too, was not 
unmoved. “Hullo!” she said. “This, if 1 
mistake not, is our client now. In you 
go, Bertie. Over the top and best of 
Tuck.” 

As I approached the instrument and 
unhooked the thing you unhook, 1 was 
far from being at my most nonchalant, 
«1 when | heard Upjohn are-you-there- 
ing at the other end my manly spirit 
definitely blew a fuse. For [ could tell 
by his voice that he was in the testiest 
of moods. Not even when conferr 
with me at Mi House, Bramley-or 
Sea, on the occasion when J put sherbet 
in the ink had IT sensed im him a more 
arked stirred-upness. 

“Hullo? Hullo? Hullo? Are you there? 
Vill you kindly wer me? This is Mr. 
Upjolin speaking.” ‘They always say chat 
when the nervous system isn't all it 
should be the thing to do is to take 

couple of deep breaths. I took six, which 
of course occupied a certain amount of 
time, and the delay ‘ably increased 
his umbi 1 at this distance one 


1s 


deleterious animal magnetism. “Is this 
Brinkley Court?" 

1 could put him straight there. None 
other, 1 told him. 

“Who 

1 had to th 
remembered. “Thi 
john.” 

Well, listen to me carefully, Woos- 
ter.” 

Yes, Mr. Upjohn. How do you like 


ak for a moment. Then 1 
Wooster, Mr. Up- 


the Bull and Bush? Everything preuy 
snug? 
“This is of v 


“Jeeves.” 

“Well, he carelessly omitted tw pack 
s for my speech at Market Snods 
bury Grammar School tomorrow. Send 
ely and 


he did w 
Upjohn. 


ask him wh: 
“Yes, M 


Mr. Upjohn.’ 
“No, Mr. Upjohn.” 
“It is imperative that I have them in 
: ely! 
Mr. Upjohn.” Well, 1 suppose, 
at it squarely, T hadn't 
ch real progress and a not too dose 
observer might quite possibly have got 
the impression that I had Jost my nerve 
nd was shirking the issue, but that 
didn’t in my opimion justify Bobbie at 
this point in snatching the receiver from 
my gra bellowing the word 
“Worm!” at me. 
“What did you call me?" said Upjohn. 
“TL didn't call you anything,” I said. 
“Somebody called me something.” 
u h to speak to this man Jeeves 
“You do, do you?” said Bobbie. “Well, 
you're going to speak to me. This is 
Roberta Wickham, Upjohn. If 1 might 
have your kind attention for a moment.” 
I must say that, much as T disapproved 
1 many ways of this carrottopped Jeve- 
bel, as she was sometimes called, there 
was no getting away from it that she 
had mastered the art of talking to re- 
tired preparatory 
golden words 
syrup. Of coui 
apped, as | had been, by having s 
journed for some years beneath the roof 
of Malvern House, Bramley-on-Sea, and 
having ata malleable age associated with 
this old Frankenstein's monster when he 
joing good, but even so her per- 
deserved credit, Beginning 
with a curt “Listen, Buster,” she pro- 
ceeded to sketch out with admirable 
learness the salient points in the situa- 
tion as she envisaged it, and judg: 
from the loud buzzing noises that came 
over the wire, clearly audible to me 
though now standing in the background, 
it was evident that the nub was not 
escaping him. hey were the buzzing 
noises of a man slowly coming to the 
ization that a woman's hand had g¢ 
him by the short hairs. Presently they 
died away, and Bobbie spoke. "Th 
fine,” she said, “I was sure you'd come 
round to our view. Then I will be with 
you shortly. Mind there’s plenty of ink 
im your foun She hung up and 
legged it fro , once more giv- 
ng vent to those 1 cries, and 1 
turned to Jeeves as Thad so often turned 
to him before when musing on the : 
tivities of the other sex. 


made 


it 
and 


Vomen, Jeeves!” 
Yes, sir 
Were you following all that?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“I gather that Upjohn, 
How does it go?” 
Yowing hé would ne’er consent, con- 
sented, sir.” 
“He's withdrawing the su 
“Yes, sir, And Miss Wickh: 


vowing . . . 


ing.” 


“[ thought she was splendidly firm.” 

Nits ests 

“I's the red hair that does it, 1 im- 
gine. 

Yes, sir. 

“If anyone had told me that 1 should 
live to hear Aubrey Upjohn addressed 
as “Bustex’ * 1 would have spoken 
further, but before I could get under 
way the door opened, revealing Ma 
Cream, and Jeeves shimmered silendy 
from the reom. Unless expressly desired 
he always shimmers off when 
called the Quality arrive. This 
the first T had seen Ma Cream 
today, she ng gone off around noon 
to lunch with some nds in Birming- 
ham, and { would willingly not have 
seen her now, for something in her man- 
ner seemed to suggest that she spelled 
trouble. She was looking more like Sher- 
lock Holmes than ever. Slap a dressing 
gown on her and give h i 
she would e walked str: 
nd no questions asked. 
Fixing me with a penetrating eye, she 
said? 

“Oh, there you are, Mr. 
wanted to say that now pe 
believe me. 

“I beg your pardon?” 
bout that butler. I'd sit down, if I 
were you. It’s a long story.” I sat down. 


Wooster. 1 
aps you'd 


Glad to, ter of fact, for the legs 
were fecling weak. 
You remember I told you I mis- 


trusted him from the firs?” 
“Oh ah, yes. You did, didn’t you?” 
“I said he had # criminal face.” 
“He can’t help his face." 

“He can help being a crook and an 
imposter. Calls himself a butler, does: 
he? The police could shake that story. 
He's no more a butler than 1 am.” 

I did my best. “But think of those 
references of his.” 
ng of them.” 

“He couldn't have stuck it out as 
major domo to a man like Sir Rode: 
Glossop, if he'd been dishonest.” 

“He didn't.” 

“But Bobbie 

“I remember very clearly w 
Wickham said, She told me he 
with Sir Roderick Glossop for years.” 

“Well, then.’ 

“You think that puts him in the 
clear?” 


idl ——"" 


“Certainly.” 

“I don’t, and T'll tell you why. Sir 
Roderick Glossop has a large clinic 
down in Somersetshire at a place called 
Chuffnell Regis, and a friend of mine 
is there. I wrote to her asking her to 
see Lady Glossop and get all the infor- 
mation she could about a former butler 
of hers named Swordfish. When I got 
back from Birmingham just now, 1 
found i letter from her. She says that 
Lady Glossop told her she had never 
employed a butler called Swordfish. Try 
that one on for size.’ 

I continued to do my best. The Woos- 
ters never give up. “You don't know 
Lady Glossop. do you?” 

“Of course I don’t, or I'd have written 
to ihe direct.” 
ming woman, but with a mem: 


ally she wouldn't ements ss GME 
name. She probably thought all along 
it was Fotheringay or Binks or some: 


thing. Very common, that sort of men- 
tal lapse. I was up at Oxford with a man 


called Robinson, and I was trying to 
think of his name the other day and the 
nearest I could get to it was Fosdyke. 
Tve no doubt that one of these fine 
momings Lady Glossop will suddenly 
smack herself on the forehead and cry 
“Swordfish! Of course! And all this time 
I've been thinking of the honest fellow 


as Catbird!” 
She sniffed. “Honest fellow, did you 
say? Then how do you account for this? 


w Willie just now, and he tells me 

ble 18th Century cow- 
ich he bought from Mr. 
> it, you 


der his clean shirts.’ 

In stating that the Woosters never 
give up, I was in error. These words 
caught me ships and took all the 
fighting spirit out of me, leaving me a 
spent force. “Oh, is i” I said. Not good, 
but the best I could do. 

“Yes, sir, that's where it is. Directly 
Willie told me the thing had gone, I 
knew where it had gone to. 1 went to 
this man Swordfish’s room and ched 
re it was. I've sent for the 


Again 1 had that feeling of havin 
been spiritually knocked base over apex. 
I gaped at the woman. “You've sent for 
the police: 

“I have, and they're sending a ser- 
geant. He ought to be here at any mo- 
ment. And shall I tell you something? 
I'm going now to stand outside Sword 
fish's door, to see that nobody 
with the evidence. I'm not goi 
any chances. I wouldn't want to say 
anything to suggest that I don't trust 
you implicitly, Mr. Wooster, but I don’t 
like the way you've been sticking up for 
this fellow. You've been far too sym- 
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pathetic with him for my taste.” 

“Ics just that I think he may have 

yielded to sudden temptation and all 

that.” 
“Nonsense. 


He’s probably been acting 
life. TM bet he was 
small boy.” 


this way 


things as 
“Only biscuits.” 

“I beg your pardon?" 

“Or crackers would call 
wouldn't you 


you 
He 


them, 
me he 


jonally pinched a cracker or two 
lad day 
“Well, there you with 


crackers and you end up with silver jugs. 
That's life dl buzzed off to 
keep her vigil, leaving me kicking my- 
self because Pd forgouen to say any- 
thing about the quality of mercy not 
being strained. 1 was still brooding on 
thi what was 
to be done for the best, when Bobbie 
and Aunt Dahlia came in, looking 
a young female and an elderly f 


she said, a 


oversight and wonderi 


who were sitting on top of the world. 
“Roberta tells mv 


she has got Upjohn 

said A 
I couldn't be more pleased. 
bur Pn blowed if 1 can imagine how 
she did it.” 


better 
ing me one of 
cant glances. 1 got the mes- 
ning me, 


feel 
those sign 
xe. The ancestor, she was wa 
must never learn that she had achieved 
her ends by jeopardizing the delivery 
of the Upjohn speceh to the young 
scholars of her Market Snodsbury Gram 
mar School on the morrow. “I told him 
that the quality of mercy... Whav’s the 
matter, Be 


Jey Court is open for 
«in at about this hour, is it not? 
ty of mere 
It isn’t strained 
“1 believe not.” 

And in case you didn't know, i 
twice bless'd the throned 
monarch better th: I drove 
over to the Bull and Bush and put this 
to Upjohn, and he saw my point, so now 
everything's fine.” 

I uttered a hacking Iaugh. “No,” I 
id, in answer to 2 query from Aunt 
Dablia. “I haye not accidental 


swal- 


lowed my tonsils, I was merely laughing. 


ackingly. Ironical that the young blis 
ter should say that everything is fine, for 


the eyeball.” TL unshipped ai 
Brn ted chat 
their foundation garments, 
Aunt Dahlia reeled like an 
behind the ear with a blunt 
and Bobbie tottered like a 
1 who hadn't Known it was loaded. 
You see the setup,” I'continued, not 
wanting to rub it in but feeling that 
they should be fully briefed. “Glossop 
will return from his afternoon off to 


would sh 


instrument, 
red-haired 


find the awful majesty of the Law wait- 
ing for him, complete with handcufts. 
We can hardly expect him to accept an 
exemphiry sentence without a murmur, 
so his first move will be to establish his 
nocence by ng all. “True,” he 
will say, ‘I did pinch this bally cow- 
creamer, but merely because 1 thought 
Wilbert had pinched it and it ought w 
be returned to store,’ and he will go on 
to expl 
1 this, mind you 


in-his position in the house — 
in front of Ma Cream, 
The sergeant removes 
the xyv nd Ma Cream 
asks you if she may use your telephone 
for a moment, as she wishes to call her 
husband on long distance. Pop Cream 
listens attentively to the tle she tells, 
and when Uncle Tom looks m on him 
later, he finds him with folded arms and 
forbidding scowl. “Travers,” he says, 
‘the deal’s off! ‘Off? quavers Uncle Ton 
“OM, says Cream. “O-ruddy-double-f. 1 
don't do business with guys whose wives 
bring in loony«loctors to observe my 
son.” A short while ago Ma Cream was 
urging me to ay something on for size. 
I suggest that we do the same with this,” 
Aunt Dahlia had sunk into a chair 
and was starting to turn purple. Surong 
emotion always hi t on her. 
“The only thin; 
1 said to put our trust 
power.’ 
“You're right,” said the relative, fin- 
her brow. “Go and fetch Jeeves, 
Roberta. And what you do, Bertie, is 
get out that car of yours and scour the 
countryside for Glossop. It may be pos 
sible to head him off, Come on, come 
on, let's have some service. What are you 
waiting for?” 
1 hadn't: exactly 1. 
nly been thinking that the enterprise 
J more than a touch of looking for a 
needle ina haystack about it. You cin’t 
find loony-doctors on their afternoon off 
ust by driving around Worcestershire 
need bloodhounds 


na higher 


been wi i. Id 


a car, 
rede 


you 
efs for them to sniff at 
t professional stuff. Still, there it 
Rig! id. “Anything wo 


And, of course, ts 1 had anticipated 
from the start, the tl 
out lor about 


ng was a washout 
n hour and 


midriff that the dinner hour wi 


Hi 
ng room. She | r of 
who was waiting for something, 
when she told me that 
would be coming along 
I knew what it was. “Cocktails, eb 
could ne or possibly more 
T said. “My fruitless quest bh: en it 
out of me. I couldn't find Glossop any- 
where. He must be somewhere. of 
but Worcestershire hid its secret wel 


nd 


the cocktails 
a moment, 
J 


do with 


“Glossop?” she said, seeming sur- 
prised. “Oh, he's been back for 


h which she spoke 
‘Good Lord! This is the end. 


What is?” 


his is. Has he been pinched: 
“OF course not. He told them who he 
was and explained everything.” 
Dh, gosh! 

What's the tter? Oh, of course, 1 
was forgetting. You don’t know the 
latest developments. Jeeves solved every- 
thing.” 

He did? 
“With the hand. It was 
imple, really. One wondered why one 
div’ thought. of it oneself. On his 
lvice, Glossop revealed his identity 
nd said your aunt had got him down 
here to observe you.” T reeled, and 
he have fallen, had 1 not clutched 
nearby table of 


waive of 


so 


Volunteers. “And of 
ed_ immediate conviction 
m. Your aunt explained 
d been uneasy about you for 


tice cats in your bedroom and all uhat, 
nd Mrs. Cream recalled the t 
she had found you hunting for mice 
under her son's dressing table, so sh 
quite agreed that it wa 
were under the observation of an ex- 
perienced cye like Glossop’s. She was 
atly relieved when Glossop 
he was confident of effec 
idl we must all be very, very 
ned 


me when 


her d 
cure. She 
kind to you. So everything's nice 


Its exumordinary how th 
tum out for the best. isn’t 12” she said, 
laughing merrily. 

Whether I would or would not at this 
juncture have wken her in an 
asp and shaken her till she frothed is 
a point on which 1 can make no definite 
pronouncement. The chivalrous spirit of 
the Woosters would probably have re- 


smooth 


iron 


surained me, much as T resented that 
merry laughter, but as it happened the 
mutter was not put to the test, for at 


this moment Jeeves 
tray on which were 
stantial shaker filled 
the juice of the juniper berry, Bobb 
drained her beaker with all possible 
speed and left us, saying that if she 
didn’t get dressed, she'd be late for din- 
ner, and Jeeves and TI were alone, 1 
1 couple of bimbos in one of those 
movies where (wo strong men stind f 
to face and might is the only law. 
“Well, Jeeves,” 1 said. 


entered, bearing a 
glasses and 
to the brim with 


sub- 


ce 


“Miss Wi 
patie 

“Ah yes, sir.” 
he words “Ah yes, sir’ fall fur short 
of an adequate comment on the site: 


kham has been telling me 


tion. A nice imbroglio you've landed 
1¢ in, Thanks to you I have been widely 
publicized as off my rocker.” 

“Not widely, sir. Merely to your im- 
mediate circle now resident at Brinkley 
Court. 

“You have held me up at the bar of 
world opinion as a man who has not 
got all his marbles.” 

“It was not easy to think of an alter- 
native scheme, sir.” 

“And let me tell you 
meant this to sting, 


you got away with it, 
sp 


“ [ said, and I 
’s amazing that 


a flaw that 


“Ther 1 your story 
sticks up like a sore thumb.” 
“Sin?” 
“Iv’s no good standing there saying 
ir? Jeeves. It’s obvious, The cow- 
camer was in Glossop’s bedroom. How 
did he account for that?” 
On my suggestion, sir, he explained 
that he had removed it from your room, 
where he had ascertained that you had 
hidden it after purloining it fom Mr. 
Cre: 

I started. “You mean,” I. . . yes, 
thundered would be the word, “you 
mean that Tam now labeled not only 
as a loony in a general sort of way but 
iso as a kleptwhatever-ivis?” 

Merely to your immediate circle now 
resident at Brinkley Cour 

“You keep saying that, and you must 
know it’s the purest applesauce. You 

nk the Greams will 

tful reserve? They'll dine o1 
on it for years. Returning to Ameri 
they'll spread the story from the rod 
bound coasts of Maine to the Everglades 
th the result that when I 
yo over there again, keen looks will be 
shot at me at every house I go into and 
spoons counted before I leave, And do 
you realize that in a few shakes T've got 
to show up at dinner and have Mrs. 
Gream being very, very kind to me? It 
huis the pride of the Woosters, Jeeves.” 

“My advice, sir, would be to fortify 
yourself for the ordeal. 
How 
There are always cocktails, _ sir, 
Should I pour you another?” * 

“You should. 

“And we ai 


= 


st always remember what 
the poet Longfellow said, sir.” 
What was that? 
Something attempted, something 
done, has earned a night’s repose. You 
have the satisfaction of having sacrificed 
yourself in the interests of Mr. Travers.” 
He had found a talking point. He 
had reminded me of the postal orders 
sometimes for as much as 10 bob, which 
Uncle Tom had sent me in the Malvern 
House days. I softened. Whether or not 
4 tear rose to my eye, I cannot say, but 
it may be taken as oflicial that I softened. 
“How right you are, Jeeves,” L said. 


LA BOUTIQUE 


(continued from page 69) 
the means of many more good times 
which he knows so well how to obtain! 
He shows great good intelligence in 
coming here for this purpose. Tam sure 
my excellent articles have always given 
him satisfaction. In. many ways he is 
our best customer, certainly our best 
American customer; few other Amer- 
icans have the ability to compete with 
him. It is because of this that I give 
the Monsieur true welcome as well as 
true value. 
She took an innate pride in the qual 
y of her goods. She regarded her busi 
ness very seriously nd straightforwardly 
nd would never dream of snickerin 
at her customers. There was noth 
shameful about it. She wa: 
noisseur of 
which she dealt. 

Ter glass case held a display of nar- 
row little white oblong boxes, unmarked 
except for numbers stamped on the 
These she would take out and 
open on top of the glass counter, lifting 
different types out for the customer to 


ne, 
true con- 
the kind of article with 


‘The very best quality she had, accor 
ing to her, were made from  fishskins 
and called by that name. These were 
ly thin, wanslucent, and, 2c- 
cording to Madame, the most efficacious 
of their kind. “I do not speak from 
mere theory.” she stated proudly, “but 
from practical experience.” She defied 

her party involved to be aware of its 
presence. 

It was quite a technique using these 
properly, for they had to be tied on 
ha little string. There wi 
sof these, some made from the 
of tough Noth Sea fish, others 
from the more delicate fish of warmer 


waters. 
Madame Montp 


er sold the same 
Kind of article in rubber, but she looked 
down her nose at these. Because they 
were machine-made, cold to the touch, 
smelling of latex, she regarded them as 
inferior, and deplored their growing 
popularity, She scorned the fact that 
they were handier and probably more 
reliable. There were several varieties of 
these, some of them quite fancy, with 
n surfaces meant to heighten sen- 
sation, and she would hold up one of 
these and deride it, calling it names, 
and ridiculing i 
‘Any man who used these, she declaimed, 
was no true man and had no under- 
standing of what he was about. They 
were, in fact, an insult to womanhood. 


The last thing Madame Montpensici 
said her usua 
was, “I suppose Monsieur 


usual number of his usual icle of the 
very first quality?” 

All of the items she sold were ed 
tiny catalog along with their 
prices, singly, by the half dozen, dozen, 
and by the gross. Her admiration for a 
customer who bought by the gross knew 
no bounds. “There is a man!” she de- 
clared, and her tiny dark cyes would 
light up, with crinkles forming tightly 
in the skin around them as she showed 
her sincere admiration. “If I were only 
a younger age!” Her Jog stated that 
she would mail goods. free of charge, 
anywhere in the world, but sadly, she 
ned, a frustrating experience in 
sending a shipment to a customer in the 
United States had forced her to restrict 
sales to France and colonies. She al- 
ways inserted « catalog in the little pack- 
age of your purchases. Her usual words 
odbye were, “I wish you happiness!” 


in her 


“Never mind, Mr. Campbell —I think I 
can slop by myself this time!” 
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GLENN’S GIRL 


in then, When I saw that Glenn had 
everything under control, I stayed on 
shore. He had a litle trouble quiet- 
ing the kid, who wanted to clamp his 
arms around Glenn's neck. But Glenn 
soothed him «ind then they started back 
With one arm around the boy’s chest, 
Glenn suoked toward the bank with the 
other, The current curried them down- 
stream and [ kept shifting that way on 
shore to be ready to meet them. 

They were only 40 feet away when 
I saw Glenn stop. His face wwisted up 
in a spasm and T guessed what it was. 
A camp had hit him. But for 
reason he did not let po. His arm was 
still around the boy's chest and they 
drifted downstream togethe 
when I dove in. 

No one eve 
ttke on 


some 


blamed me. [ could only 
aL a time and nit told me 
Take the kid.” 
“Tl come back for you 


I said. 

But 1 must have known then how it 
would be. Just getting the kid to shore 
was at struggle. He had gotten panicky 
again and was thrashing and 1 had to 
fight him as much as I did the current. 
But before long 1 felt a rock bruise 
ist my shoulder, and that was about 
as welcome a feeling as I've ever 
known. 1 dropped the kid among the 
rocks on shore and urned to look for 
Glenn 

He was gone. 
would bob up 
But the kids on the bridge told me he 
under and never came up 
I was going to swim out anyway, becuse 
just standing there wasn’t going to help 


least he 
few times. 


I thought 
nd down a 


him. But the county engineer came 
long then and grabbed me and 


wouldn't let me go in. He said it was 
ad enough losing one without hath of 
us drowning and unless 1 saw him Pd 
beuer stv right where I was. And no 
one did see him again until we found 
is body that night ciught in a snag of 
rush half a mile downstream. 
The hero was Glenn, and that 
how it should have been. I got some 
praise all right. But a live hero is never 
as good ay a dead one. And the local 
paper gave almost the entire front page 
to the story, They kept repeating how 
such a promising, bright fucure had 
been cut short, how the town’s finest 
young man had selflessly given his life 
to save that of a small boy. There just 
weren't enough nice thi could 
say about Glenn, And that was how 
everyone in town felt, induding me 
Then there Thelma. Somehow 
the paper got the story that they were 
engaged. It was never confirmed and 
no one bothered to ask her. But the 
story was accepted because nearly ev- 
cryone wanted it that way, for Glen 


was 


was 


(continued from page 51) 


sake if not for hers. 

All through: the services at the chapel 
Thelma sat_with Glenn's mother. I 
comments later about how sad 
she looked. But I thought she looked 
more scared than anything else. She 
cried nearly as much as Glenn’s mothe 
and they were real tears. But everyone 
seemed to be staring at Thelma and she 
did not know what they expected from 
her, how they wanted her to act, so she 
grew more frightened. She wied to 
look sadder and more bereaved and 
when she could not manage it she 
id more and once broke into sobs. 
was when Glenn’s mother put her 
um around Thelma to console he 
and then they sobbed together for a 
while. 


Th 


the follow 
1 returned from my 


Not until summer, 
whe econd y 
of college, did 1 see Thelma again. Bur 
I knew pretty well what she was doing. 
Every leur from my mother had som 
thing in it about Glenn’s girl, and 
when Iwas home during Christmas and 
the spring holidays I heard much more. 

If 1 could believe the stories, Thelma 
had tumed in al a recluse. 
For six months after the funeral she did 
not yo out with anyone, and then when 
she did go out, it was to a movie with 
her mother. She had become unap- 
proachable, never smiling, yet the eyes 
of others followed her everywhere she 
| Then too she had ken a job 
at the local bank where she need not 
speak to inyone except about business. 

There was so much of this kind of 
tlk and everyone seemed to believe it, 
that I might have gone along with it 
too if I had not learned something else. 
Of course, I had dated Thelma first, and 
I knew things about her and Glenn that 
no one else suspected. Still 1 might not 
have doubted the changes in Thehna. 
But at college what year I happened vo 
run into a fellow from the town where 
she used to live. 

“You're from Royalton, huh?” I said. 
“Did you ever hear of a girl up there 


» somethin 


we 


named ‘Thelma Farling?” 

helma? Sure.” One side of his 
mouth curled up. “You run inte her 
someplace?” 


She hives down the street from me.” 
‘You lucky guy.” 


“What do vou mean?” I asked. 
He looked at me as if to make sure 
I wasn't joking, “Don’t tell me you 


haven't found out yee" 

Is there something to find out?” 
‘Then he laughed. And in a singsong 

way, as though he were reciting a favor- 

ite limerick, he said, “We used to call 

her Teddy. That was short for Ready: 

eddy. When you needed a girl and 


needed her quick, you looked up Teddy. 
She was always ready.” 

So when 1 got home for the summer 
and heard that talk about 
Thelma, I couldn't help being skeptical. 
She might haye changed. But 1 kept 
remembering how easy she had been 
that one time I took her out, and 
everything else, So about my third or 
fourth night home, when my mother 
started telling again in an 
how wasic 
Glenn's gir! 
mysell. 

There was no surprise at all from 
Thelma when I phoned. “Ob, hello, 
Chuck. Are you home for the summer? 
It was polite, but almost as though she 
were waiting on someone at the bank. 

“Are you doing anything tonight” I 


more of 


Iwesome yoice 
id beautiful it was about 
|, | decided to find out for 


“No, not really 
“How would you | 
the city to see a movi 


© to drive up to 


There wa: 
Kk oF had 


a long pause that made me 


thi been a fool Then yery 


calmly, as though it did not matter one 
way 


or the other, she answered, “All 


a date with her was almost 
as the fast time. But when 1 
that night I knew she bad 
appearance if no other w: 
And it was a change the 
Her features were as plain 
but there was a new stillness 
face, as though it had seuled 


her 
changed, 


saw 


better. 


for 


into the 
position it would hold tor the rest of 


her lile. And she was still young enough 
it gave her an air. 
Then too she had on an all-white 


dress. 1 nearly smiled when [ first. saw 
it. but something suppressed that smile. 
Maybe she was trying tw play the saint. 
But then it warm 
ning and the dress was sleeveless and 
cool and it showed her off very 
She had nicely curned arms 
see the full length of them hans 
her sides. As an extra wueh, she hy 
white gloves and quried a small white 
purse. 

Maybe 


was a summer eve 


because of he 


And on the way to the city I could 


find yery little to say. There was no 
opening. I would glance at her 


see all that white y 
clog. And nearly every time I did speak. 
it was to say something foolish 


Once 1 blurted, “Lh bu have 
been going out much." 
‘No one asked me," she said. And 


what was I to answer? 

All through the show her hands were 
folded in her lap and hardly moved. 
She neither laughed nor cried. But when 
sked her later if ed the 
, “Yes, very much 


she en 
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I don't want to give the impression 
that I took her straight from there out 
to a parking place to test her. But 
eventually we did park. After all, that 
was the only reason I had dated her. 

We stopped at the same place wher 
we had gone the other time I took 
her out. But where before Thelma had 
suggested almost immediately that we 
get into the back seat, now she sat 
coolly and I had to force any conver- 
sation. Then once when | felt she was 
alking more freely, I leaned over, put 
one hand on her shoulder and kissed 
her. She did not push me away, but 
neither was there any response. 

“Please, Chuck. Don’t.” 

She said no more than that. But it 
was as thoroughly as I had ever been 
stopped by a girl. It was not the words 
but how she said them, as though I 
should haye had more respect. 

But it made me angry too. Alter all, 
she was the same girl I had taken out 
before. She had spent a whole summer 
practically in the back seat of Glenn's 
car. She was the one they called Ready- 
Teddy in Royalton. Now because my 
hand had touched that white dress, and 
because I had pecked her once on the 
lips, she made me feel dirty. 

But angry or not, there was noth- 
ing else 1 could do. She really did not 
want to be touched or kissed. I had been 
told “No” and “Don’t” and “Please” 
by enough girls to be able to tell when 
they meant it sternly, meant it weakly 
or did not mean it at all. Thelma 
meant it. 

Yet she did kiss me goodnight. That 
was it, she kissed me. We stood on her 
porch with the light on and she said: 

“Thanks, Chuck. For everything. You 
don’t know how much I needed to go 
out like this. To find out about myself.” 

Then, turning up her face, she kissed 
me. I tried to cling, expectant once 
more, but there would be none of that. 
She thanked me again without smiling 
and left me on the porch like a kid who 
had been taken out snipe hunting. 

I thought I would never have any- 
thing to do with her again. I had pretty 
much gotten my answer. If she wanted 
to go along with her conversion to 
whatever she had been converted to, 
that was no concern of mine. So I went 
home that night a litle amazed but 
willing cnough to let her drop out of 
my life. 

But then a strange thing happened. 
By taking her out that once I had 
opened the floodgates. The word got 
around that she could be dated and 
there were at Ieast a dozen guys 1 could 
name who started calling her. Not that 
she went out with all of them. The 
truth is, she did not go out much at all, 
only now then, but that seemed 
to make every other single guy in town 


and 


THE SENSATIONAL 
NEW CARD GAME 

it’s hilarious... full of surprises! 
Barrels of fun for two or as many 
as seven. 


“Surprise” is the latest craze for modern 
playDoys and playgiris, too! Fascinating fun 
for intimate twosomes or a whole crowd. 
Easy to play, with plenty of laughs in every 
kame. Includes two-pack set of playing cards 
With, special SUIT JOKERS. und SUPER 
ACES. Clever rules ind elements of surprise 
for an entire evening's entertainment. Just 
is ad and mail with only $2.00, 
ider one sct for yourself, one for 
the girlfriend. 


NEW INVENTIONS CO. 
3356 N. CLAREMONT, CHICAGO 18, ILL. 


CLUB 
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EVERY MAN A KING 
EVERY WOMAN A QUEEN 
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run after her more. 

If she were pretty, or if she had be- 
come Ready-Teddy in, I could 
haye understood her sudden popularity. 
But Thelma wasn’t either. Many of the 
girls in town were prettier and more 
cooperative. And it wasn't until well 
‘0 the summer that I began to under- 
stand what it was all about. 

1 worked in my dad's 
store tha 


ito. supply 
year and now and then he 
would send me to the bank. On a 
Monday morning 1 went down with 
Saunday's receipts. I saw Thelma busy 
at a cabinet file, Then when T finished 
my business and looked up, she mo- 
tioned that she wanted to walk t me. 

“Will you have lunch with me today?” 
she asked, leaning through one of the 
cashier's windows that was not being 
used. 

It took me by surprise. But then I 
couldn't very well refuse, not there in 
the bank. 

“Sure. 

“Twelve at the Bonnet Lunch?” 

“AML right.” 

We took a booth at the re 
Bonnet Lunch and Thelma sta 
ing before the waitress came. 
Maybe I shouldn't be ask 
she said. “I should ask another 
there aren't any that I know well 
enough. And you were Glenn’s friend.” 

“Are you in trouble?” I asked. 


She did not bh though was ob- 
vious what I meant. “No, nothing like 


tha 

1 understood then why she had chosen 
me of all people. | was the only one 
who knew the wuth about her and 
Glenn. No one else could have asked 
her that question, 

Then she said, “Robie Cowan asked 
me to marry hi 

J raised both eyebrows, then tipped 
my head to one side in a congratulatory 
nod. 

“Not bad.” 

The waitress came along v 


h menus 


nd glasses of that inter 
upted our talk, I knew Robie, of 
course. He was some five older 


r befor ther had 
died had taken over the 
agency that dealt in farm machinery and 
Fords. The Town Grier in the local 
paper often referred to him as “our 
Maybe he wasn’t 
lenn, but he had looks 
enough. And he also had money and 
name enough to make me wonder what 


than L. The y. 


Jor. 


most eligible bach 


ats. ndlsome is 


he was doing asking Thelma to marty 
him. 

When we were alone again, Thelma 
took a sip of water before she said, 


“Should I 
“Are you 
“1 need 

my mind.” 
Maybe 1 should have felt sorry for 


through with it?” 


"t make up 


her. But just then she irritated me. 1 
ike being brutal and saying nasty 
to tear down all her pretenses. 
What is there to make up your 
mind about?” f asked. “If you like the 

guy, go ahead and marry him.” 
“Oh, I like him all right. But...” 
“But whar” 
“] heard some talk. One of the gi 
said he was a woll 
The last word dropped off coyly and 
it sickened me with d 
“You ought to be able to judge that 
for vourself.” I didn’t hide the sarcasm, 
“He's been a perfect gentleman with 
ied a thing, 


iris 


My surprise surprised her. “OF course 
not. But I was worried about his repu: 
tation. Does he have a reputation, 
Chuck: 

Right then and there 1 almost called 
her Teddy. No matter what rumors she 
L heard about Robie, they could not 
have been as bad as what T had heard 
about her. And I had enough first-hand 
experience with Thelma to know it was 
more than just a rumor. Robie liked to 
have a good time, and he had plenty 
of them. There was one story about a 
girl in the city that his father had to buy 
off. And he did a lot of running around 
at home where everyone could see him. 
ison for Thelma to 


be p 

“Look,” 1 said, almost pointing my 
finger at her, you want to marry the 
guy, what difference does it make what 
cither of you did in the past?” 

“But don’t you see, it’s not a case of 
what T want.” 

No, I don't see.” 

Her eyes quivered and I could tell 
she was afraid. The cool manner was 
gone. This looked more like the girl I 
di seen in the chapel, frightened, un- 
© of herself. And when she spoke 
n it w. 


s in a voice I could barely 


eryone’s heen so good to me. 
Twas glad the waitress returned just 
then because 1 did not know whit to 
say. A salad way placed before Thebna 
and I got a bowl of soup and d 
wich. The waitress went for our milk 
and the two of uy sat in silence. 
That was the fist inkling Ih 
Evervone had been good to Thelma 
ter Glenn diced, though they hardly 
knew her. Actually, it was Glenn they 
were being good 10, or the memory of 
Glenn. And because she had been 
Glenn’s gitl when he died, they acted 


that way toward Thelma. 
Then I began to understand some- 
the 


thing else too. She was popular fo 
same reason. Tt wasn't that Robi 
the others thought she w 
nd chances were that they knew very 
litte about her character. But because 
Glenn had been engaged to her, and 


Glenn being what he was, they must 
have thought she had something thev 
could not see, All Thelma had to do way 
play it calmly and let them think what 
they wanted to think. 

The waitress left again after bringing 
the milk and Thelma said in that sam 
low voice, as though our conversation 
had not been interrupted: 

‘I don’t want to disappoint them. 
Chuck.” 

She was still frightened 
lurked ar the brims of her ey 
on being sarcastic, those 


tears might 
flow. But there were things I had to find 
out. 

“Did Glenn ever ask you to marry 


hime” 

Her eyes closed, but she shoo! 
head, and I felt like a prosecuti 

must feel sometimes. 

‘You knew he was just using you 
for the summ: 

This time she had to suck in her bot- 
tom lip. But she nodded and the tears 
were held back 

“Then what w: 


is all this act you were 


on, like a forlorn maiden?” 
sn’t acting, Chuck. Please believe 
Her head shook again, but not in 


y 1 could not und 
stand. And when she spoke aj 
sounded lonely and far away: 

“After Glenn died, 
up their minds wh 11 was. 
And 1 just couldn't be anything els 
n if I wanted to. They were all so 
good to me I couldn't disappoint them.” 

And the first slow, leaking tear ki 
all my hardness. As I said before, Pm 
something of a romantic. I like to think 
a girl really wants to do what is right. 
So before she finished speaking, I could 
face hi My eyes 
dropped. I picked up the spoon and Tet 
it sink into the soup. 

Then with the spoon suspended half- 

ay to my mouth, I said, “Robie doesn't 
ve the best reputation 
Then I can't marry him 
And I fell in love with her that in- 
stant. | didn't know it at the time. But 
that’s when it was, at the Bonnet Lunch, 
before T tasted that first spoonful of 
soup. 

That's why the other day 
heard someone call her Glenn's girl 
gain it didn’t bother me. I was in the 
supermarket and I overheard two men 
talking in the next aisle. 

“What's her name?” one of them said. 
“The one that married Chuck Rafferty 
You know, Glenn's girl. Now that’s my 
idea of what « good wife ought to be” 

Fourteen years now she’s been Glenn's 
girl. And not once in 14 years have 1 
come close to telling her that I know 
they used to call her Teddy. 


denial, as if to s 


not 


y longer. 


when 1 
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PLAYBOY ALL-STARS (contineed jrom page 10) 


moved out ahead of Davis, Brubeck & 
Co. 

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR VOCAL GROUP: 1. 
Lambert, Hendricks and Ross; 2. Four Fresh- 
men; 3. Hi-Lo's; 4. Signatures; 5. Axiden- 
tals. The sensational Daye Lambert, Jon 
Hendricks and Annie Ross took first 
place in the musicians’ poll with their 
different trio sound that makes. valid 
yocilese out of big-band instrumental 

angements. A smash at both the 
Playboy Jazz Festival and on Playboy's 
Penthouse, 1, WH & R please jazzmen 
discontent with the more conventional 
styles of vocalizing. The Hi-Lo's dropped 
from first to third place with the musi- 
cians and the Four Freshmen held firmly 
onto second place. 

In the fourth annual poll to choose 
the members of the 1960 Playboy All 
Star Jazz Band, readers proved a 


me jazz stars who studded last 
dream i Bur 
mn there was som 
fling in the listi 
medal winners 
For the fourth year in a row, readers 
chose Stan Kenton to lead their Playboy 
All Stars. The brass sec the one 
department in which was son 
notable memorable 


once 


there 
modification. The 
series of Miles Davis albums, with hi 


quintet and with Gil Evans’ studio or- 
chestra, no doubt accounted for his 
jump from third to first chair in the 
trumpet section, just as Jonah Jones’ 
LPs were the reason for his high ballot 
count, Louis Armstrong moved over to 
the ir to make room for 
Miles, while Dizzy Gillespie moved up 
from fourth to third. Chet Baker, losing 
ground asa result of his sporadic activity 
during the year, cased down from sec 
ond to fourth place. Our fourman 
trombone section was disturbed by no 
such game of musical ch: 
mained exactly the same as it was 
the 1959 All-Star Band, wi 
son through Jack Te: 
‘The improbable duo of Paul Desmond 
and Earl Bostic took the two alto chairs 
for a second year i nd 
ball Adderley jumped from 
to fourth. Stan Getz and Coleman | 
ins rei ned in the two winning tenor 
sax chairs, but Sonny Rollins dumped 
Charlie Venuura out of third place to 
move to within a few votes of a wi 
ner’s chair. It was virtually no contest 
baritone sax spot, with Gary 
1 established film figure 
favorite, copping vir 


second cl 


as well as a festi 
tually all the votes. 

Enoll Garner beat out Dave Brubeck 
for the 1960 All-Stars by 
ndful of votes and Ahmad Jamal 
jumped from cighth to a very tight 
third, with just a few hundred votes 


separating him from top honors. too. 
The rest of the rhythm section and the 
miscellancous instrument spot were pop- 
ulated by jazzmen familiar fror 
previous three Playboy All-Star B: 

Khrushchey visited nk Sinatra on 


the Can-Gan set during his visit to the 


U.S., but neglected to fill ou 


a ballot 
according Frankie his da of approval: 
nevertheless, Francis Albert won hand. 
ily, capturing almost half of all the ba 
lots cast for male vocalist. Johnny 
Mathis held onto his second position: 
Joe Williams. whose recent suiny-backed 
non-Basie LPs have broadened his popu- 
larity ballad man, moved up from 
fourth to third; and young Bobby Darin, 

complete unknown a year go, finished 
sixth. Amongst the female chirpers. 
grows ever more popular. June Christy 
stayed on in second place and Dakota 
ton, unlisted in 1958 and fourth last 
year, moved up to third. Chris Connor 
slid from third place to seventh. 

Dave Brubeck made four in a row 
as his quartet took the top instrumental 
combo honors with readers. As record 
sales indicated. it was a big year for 
Almad Jamal, whose trio moved up 
from cigith to second place: the Miles 
Davis Sextet shouldered up from 11th 
to fifth. The Kingston Trio. no serious 
contender in any arity poll a year 


ago, proved as big a hit with praynoy 
readers as they did with festival fans 
Newport last summer, and very nea 
beat out the Four Freshmen as the fav- 
ored vocal group. In the end, the Fresh- 
men repeated with « fourth first-place 
victory. but the two groups seesawed 
back and forth for top position through- 
out the several weeks of balloting. The 
Kingstons wound up in second  plice. 
which moyed the Hi-Lo’s down to third 
and Lambert. Hendricks and Ross. # 
unique trio that had just been formed 
when last y 1 took place (they 
wound up ninth as the “Dave Lambert 
Singers”), swung their way up to fourth. 

All the winners in this fourth 
boy Jazz Poll — the 
1960 Playboy All-Star Jazz Band and the 
1960 All-Stars’ All-Stars— will receive 
the coveted sterling silver Playboy Jazz 
Medal; they will be featured in a spec- 
tacular LP package produced through 
the cooperation of the entire recording: 
industry on 
they will star in a spec 
layboy Jazz Festival. 
which will be published in forthcoming: 
issues of this azine. 

Following is a tabulation of the tens-of- 
Is of votes cast est of 
zz polls, with the names in bold- 
face of the jazzmen who won a place 
on the 1960 Playboy All-Star Jazz Band. 
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saan 


. Billy Butterfield 


. Buck Clayton. 


2. Wild Bill Davison... 


. Charles 


IL Kid Ory .. 


|. J.C. Higginbotham... 
. Slide F 


LFADER 


Stan Kenton - 
Duke Elli 
Count Basie : 
Henry N 
Ray Conniff 
Benny Goodmat 
ral Ferguson 
Riddle —,..- 
ans 
Ved Heath . 
Shorty Rogers 
Thelonious Monk 
Ray Anthony 
Pete Rugolo 


Lionel Hai 
Les Brow 
Woody Herm: 
Billy May ... 
nay James . 
Jones 
ey Faith 


reu Mt 


Miles Davis 
Armstrong 
Dizzy Gillespie - 
Chet Baker 

Jonah Jo 
Shorty Rogers 
Maynard Ferguson. . .. 
Bobby Hackett 


2 
6 


Lowi 


Since 


ee 
nes: 2.091 
ony 2,088 
Red Nichols ....,.... L746 
Pete Candoli . 2 


Roy Eldridge 


Conte Candoli .. 


Donald Byrd 


Cu Anderson 


Ruby Brafl .......... 


y M72 
Harry Edison t= AIB 
Jack Sheldon 409 
Frank Assumto . 403 


TROMMONE 


J. 3. Johnson Fy 
Kai Winding 
Bob Brookmeyer - 
Jack Teagarden - 
Tinddy Morrow 
Frank Rosolino 
Turk Murphy . 
Urbie Green 

Trummy Young . 


Milt Bernhart . i 
Jimmy Cleveland... 
Benny Gree 
Carl Fon 
Bill Harris 


mplom oe. 
Wilbur De Pari 


Fred Assunto .-. 
Bobby Burges 
Curtis Fuller 
Vic Dickenson .. 
Abe Lincoln .... 
Bob Enevoldsen . 
. Conrad Janis ... 


ALTO SAN. 


Paul Desmond . 


Earl Eos! 
Bud Sh 


Lee Konitz —.. 
Art Pepper . 
Zoot Sims 

Sonny Stitt 
Benny Cart 
- Lennie Niel 
Charlie Maj 
James Moody... 
Herb Geller . 

Al Belletto . 
Pete Brown - 
Willie Smith ...- 


. Phil Woods - 
21. Hymic Sherizer . 
Hal McKusick .. 
Jackie McLean 
24. Gene Quill _- 
25. Omcue Col 
Jolin La Pe 
7. Jerome Ri 


TENOR SAX, 


Stan Getz .. 


Sonny Rollins 


6. John Col 
7. Paul Ge 
8. Georgie Auld. 
Bud Fr 
Zoot 
Dave Pell 
ALCohn 
Bob Coop 
Vido M 5 
Mlinois Jacquet . 
Si Taylor 

Bill Perkins . 
Flip Phillips . 
Buddy ‘Late . 
. Ben Webster 
Sonny Sut . 
Richie 
. Eddie Milter. 
Hank Mobley 
Yusef 1 
. Bill Holman... 
Benny Golson 
Jack Mor 
Gene Av 
Paul Quinichette 
31. Bobby Jaspar 


Tot ay 


rose 


BARITONE SAX 


1. Gerry Mulligan 
2. Bud Shank 


iS eee 
. Cannonball Adderley 
Johnny Hodges... 


Lou McGarity .... 


Coleman Hawkins 


7. Tony Scott 
8. Frank Morel} 


9. Ernie Caceres 


1, Erroll Garner 
Dave Brubeck 
Ahmad 
André 1 
3, George Shearing . 


Lars Guilin 
1. Charles Fowlkes . . 


CLARINER 


Benny Goodman 


5. Pete Fountain 


ony SCon . 
- Buddy Collete 

S. Matty Matlock 
Y 
my Hamilton 
n Most... 


pper 


20. 


1 Horn 
John La Porta 


PIANO. 


6, Oscar Peterse 


12. Ramsey Lewis: 


Len 


3. Joh 


a 


Jim 


Tal 


Osc 


Cy Golema 


. Bob 


Freddie Gre 
Frank DR. 


7. Thelonious Monk 
8. Duke Ellington .. 
2). Count Basie . 


wal 
vin 


ce Silver . 


pton Hawes -.... 


1 Powell 


Russ Freeman 
lv Taylor 
Evans 
1 Hines 
Nina Simone 
ie Tri 


Barney Kessel 
Eddie Condon 


ny Sn 


Ro Diddley 
lie Byrd 
. Herb Enis 

il Salvador 
George Van Eps 
Kenny Barrell .. 


Hall 


rl 


. Mundell Lowe 


1 Moore 


AR 


1.090 
1014 
883 


. Paul Chambers: 


. Milt F 


. John Hawksworth 


. Johnny Frigo ., 
|. Joe Mond: 


. Gene Krupa... 


9. Jo Jones 
|. Lor 
- Philly Joe Jones, 


Billy Bauer . 
Barry Galbraith 
George Barnes . 
Irving Ashby ...-. 
John Pisano 
Chet Atkins 


Chuck Wayne ....... 


BASS 


Ray Brown .. 
Oscar Pentiford 
Leroy Vinnegar 
Red Mitchell 
Buddy Clark 


Norman Rates 
Perey Heath 
Eddie Safranski 
lie Mingus 
Crosby 


Anvell Shaw... 
Chubby Jackson. 
Bob Hageart .. 
Don Bagley 

SI Stewart 
Howard B SCY 
Monk Montzo 
FE] Dee Young, . 
Gene Wright .. 
MI MeKibbon 
Joe Benjam 


Gint 
Carso 


gon 
George Duvivier , 
Se Gersh - 
orge Morrow 
ny Woode .. 


ms 


Shelly Manne - 


Buddy Rich 
Art Blakey ~ 


is Bi 


Candido .... 
Nick Fatool . 
r « Deems ..-. 
Mel Lewis - 


Joe Dodge 
Ed Thigp 


MISCELLANTOUS INSTRUMENT 


Lionel Hampton, vibes 5,713 


ibes. 


Milt Jackson, 


Nowvo, vibes 
Rog 
Fligethorn 2... 
Shank. flute 
Terry Gibbs, vibe: 


flute. 
do, bongo ...-. 


. 27AG 


0. Morgan 23. Thelonious Monk 
vibes & mellophone. Andi Quartet. fa 
1), Art Van Damme, Andy Williams La Vern Baker . Jinmy Giullre Three. 


accordion .......... 687 my Rushing Kitt 1 Da 
12. Buddy Collette, fiute.. 384 Bennett 
3. Jimmy Smith. organ David Allen as sounee Toswell 


. Moe Koflm 
. Bob Cooper, abc 
Tito Puente, timbales 
Fred Katz, cello 
John Graas, 

French horn ....... 
Victor Feldman. vibes 


flute. Al Hibbler 


INSIKUMENTAL COMBO. 
Jon Hendricks 


Dove Brubeck Quartet 3,751 
Ahmad Jamal 2948 nd 

Modes 1914 | 30. er Quintet 

- J. J Johnson Quinter 
32. Getz Quintet 

32. Gene K Quartet. . 


Bob Scobey s 


Brook Bento! 
Perry ¢ 


Quintet 


is Sextet 


Frank Wess, flute Boone r - 

Sam Most, flute... 20 chet Ba 133 | 6. Louis Armstrong 34. Turk Murphy's 

Jean “Toots” Thiele Bing Crosby 100 AILStars 1079 Jazz Band .........0 U7 
nans. harmonica... 196 7. Jonah Jones Quartet... 1,001 i 

Yusef Lateef, flute 193 ar ere 8. Gerry Mulligan Sere 


. Peter Appleyard, vibes 154 

Paul Hom, flute 

Janes Moody, flute 

. Cy Toul, hass trumpet 

. Joe Rushton. bass sax 

tall Smith, violin 

. Buddy Montgomery, 
vibes Sones 

31. Steve Lavy, soprane sax 


. Ella Fitzgerald 
June Christy 
Dakota Staton . 
Julig London 
Keely Smith ... 
ah Vaughan 


Quartet... fl Four Freshmen - 
9. Dukes of Disie 
10, Shelly Manne 

and His Men 

reall Garner Tri 


Mary Kaye Trio 
8. Mills Brothers 3 
& Roy Kral 


Renan . Eydic Gorme oh 
Anita ODay Ww. 

» Frank Sinatra Dinah Washington _.. and His Pals. 398 | IL. 
. Doris Day 16. Red Nichols 12. 


Aun Fiv 13. 
M k 17. MW 

6. Lena Horne 18. 15. Modernaires . 
Pat Suzuki 19. 16, Ink Spots 


Carmen McRae 
Pearl B 


20. Australian Jazz Quinte 17. Axidentals 
170 | 21. Shorty Rogers 
tersounds 


THE SOLID SOUTH 
THE DEANE KINCAIDE 


4 
QUINTET 
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moopy woopy 
FEATURING 

SUMMER SEQUENCE 
WOODY HERMAN AND 
ORCHESTRA 
LPBR5032 SDBR® 1032 


MORE CHARLIE BARNET 


CHARLIE BARNET AtiD 
HIS ORCHESTRA 


LPBR5059 SDBR* 1059 


FLYING HIGH 


WITH WILD BILL DAVIS. 
AND HIS QUINTET 


LPBR 5052 SDBR° 1052 


> Prewenees = 
ia lynne 


LONELY AND 
‘SENTIMENTAL 
GLORIA LYNNE 
APBRSOE3 SOBR* 1053 


SOUNDS DIFFERENT 
JOE VENUTO AND HIS 
‘QuarTeT 


LPBR5053 SDBR* 1053 
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PLAYBOY 
READER SERVICE 


Write to Janct Pilgrim for the 
answers to your shopping 
questions. She will provide you 
with the name of a retail store 
in or near your city where you 
can buy any of the specialized 
items advertised or editorially 
featured in pLayBoy. For. 
example, where-to-buy 
information is available for the 
merchandise of the advertisers 
in this issue listed below. 


Byford “98" Socks. 
Bachelor Party Tour 
Creighton Sportswear - 
Margie Douglas... 

Prince Gardner Card Case. 
unter by Falcon, Pipe 
Muntz TV. 
Matt Nickels Ties. 
Phono Trix Tape Recorders 
Portofino Sweaters. « 
Rolls Speaker System: 
Viking: Recording Equipment. 
Village Squire Formals, 
Wembley ‘Ties... - 


Use these 


nes for information about other 
featured » 


rchandise. 


Pilgrim will be happy to 
answer any of your other 
questions on fashion, travel, food 
and drink, hi-fi, ete. If your 
question involves items you saw 
in PLaYnoy, please specify 

page number and issue of the 
magazine as well as a brief 
description of the items 
when you write. 


PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Ill. 


SEND Pai 


PLAYBOY =~ 
EVERY i> > 
MONTH 


(113 yrs. for $14 
C1 yr. for $6 
Ci paymentenclosed [J bill later 


ay Zone state 


Mail to PLAYBOY 


232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Mlinois 
026 


PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


BY PATRICK CHASE 


APRIL IN PARIS, according to Vernon 
Duke's ageless propaganda 
nuts blossom and holiday tables un- 
der the trees. It ns the Champs, 
the cafés, Notre Dame and all the rest, 
but there’s no need to remain smack- 
dab-in-the-middle of the y) spending 
all your hours on standard tourist fare. 
Hire a car for crisp spring drives. Take 
the demoiselle to the elite dining spots — 
Grand Veneur at Fontainebleau, Au- 
berge du it Défendu Malmaison, 
Relays du Chasteau at Rambouillet or 
Reserve at St. Cloud. The food is 
incredibly magnificent and sets a perfect 
tone for the ever 

In fact, if ele 
‘sone 


means chest- 


s Your pas- 
time, uh European tour you 
should know about. Extending from 
carly April to mid-June, it visits a slew 
of the world’s uuly top restaurants — 
Mirabelle in London, L’Epaule de Mou- 
ton in Brussels, Drei Husaren in Vienna 
and La Ghévre d'Or in Eze. And the 
lonation feast provides after-meal ex- 
cursions to such prime affairs as the 
ballet in London, the opera in Italy and 
the theatre in Panis. Ivs all made to 
order for epicures and esthetes. 
For a different sort of treat, a 
across the Adantic will land you in 
land in time to join the pilgrimage to 
Barde’s olde home towne of Stratford 
on-Ayon, Suty in a London hotel and 
wend your way to the Bard's bailiwick 
after you've visited one of the expert 
tailors on Savile Row, or browse in the 
Tide nooks hidden behind mullioned 
windows on Weburn Walk, places like 


hop 


NEXT MONTH: 


Lock’s the hattcr on St. James's Suet, 
Fribourg and Treyer (tobacco and snulf 
since 1720) on’ Haymarket or Berry 
Bros. and Rudd Ltd. (at “The Sign of 
the Coffee Mill” on St. James's), where 
you can observe the professional manner 
of a breed of men who have been grocers 
and wine merchants for more than two 
centuries. 

Back home in April, experience the 
fun of small-plaine flying via a unique 
leamn-on-vacation plan available at hall- 
adozen points around the counuy. 
You'll be able to solo within a week, be 
well on your way toward a private pilot's 
license in three. All the learning locales 
are in choice resort areas — like Martha's 
Vineyard, Fort Lauder- 


ner, Oklthoma: or Boulder Junction, 
Wisconsin — where the at ground 
level is as clear and inviting as it is our 
side your Piper. 

For a de luxe Stateside ge 
itall, and a last taste of winte 
to the Mittersill Inn, three miles from 
Franconia on the northwest slope of 
Cannon Mountain in New Hampshire. 
There is room at the Inn, or you can 
rent one of the nearby chalets and en- 
joy all the facilities of the Inn wh 
ever you feel like emerging from your 
pip of a palace to become one of the 
Inn-group. 

For further information on any of the 
above, write lo Playboy Reader Service, 
232 E. Ohio Street. Chicago 1, Minos. 


PLAYBOY ENJOYS A NIGHT ON THE TOWN IN LAS VEGAS 


IAN FLEMING, AUTHOR OF “DOCTOR NO,” CONTRIBUTES A 


COMPLETE JAMES BOND NOVELETTE, 


“THE HILDEBRAND RARITY” 


CHARLES BEAUMONT PROBES THE LIFE AND ART OF CHAPLIN 


SHIRLEY JACKSON OFFERS A NEW STORY, “A GREAT VOICE STILLED”” 


ROGER PRICE EXPOUNDS HIS THEORY OF NOMENCLATURE 


aia aye ree ~- 
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It’s great to take chances 


but not on your bourbon 


Walker’s DeLuxe is aged in 

charred-oak casks for eight long years, 

twice as long as many other 

bourbons. Its extra years make 

it extra mellow. > Tic pounson witlsk!? 


460 ciour Byrn 


‘STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY - 8 YEARS OLD - 06.8 PROOF - HIRAM WALKER & SORS INC., PEORIA, ILLINCIS 


(Nid Golds Spin filler spins and cools 
the smoke to less than body temperature 


and the cooler the smoke 
__the better the taste! 


THE BEST TASTE YET IN A FILTER CIGARETTE 


